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FOREWORD
MICHAEL MCGREGOR
The Robert Woof Director, The Wordsworth Trust
‘Wordsworth and Basho¯: Walking Poets’ is a splendid example of the importance of collaboration and the value 
of a creative dialogue between present and past. The exhibition builds on momentum developed through previous 
collaborations between the Wordsworth Trust, the University of Sunderland and Bath Spa University, in which a 
range of contemporary artists created fresh and challenging perspectives on Wordsworth’s poetry.
I am grateful for this opportunity to thank a number of people who have made this exhibition possible. Mike Collier 
has been an incredible driving force, his resourcefulness and positive outlook a constant source of inspiration. 
Janet Ross has effectively and efficiently organised a very complex project and kept it all on track. Professor Brian 
Thompson has played a key role in the shaping of the exhibition. He is also one of a number of artists that have 
responded so imaginatively to the work of Wordsworth and Basho¯. Their contributions add a wonderfully rich 
dimension to this exhibition.
Among my colleagues in Grasmere, I would like to thank in particular Jeff Cowton and his curatorial team for all 
of their hard work.
An exhibition of this scope would not be possible without contributions from a number of funders. I am very 
grateful to the University of Sunderland, Bath Spa University, the Heritage Lottery Fund, Arts Council England, 
the John Ellerman Foundation, the Daiwa Anglo-Japanese Foundation and the Great Britain Sasakawa Foundation 
for their generous support.
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In the exhibition Wordsworth and Basho¯: Walking Poets, we present the 
poems and manuscripts (original and facsimile copies) of William 
and Dorothy Wordsworth and Matsuo Basho¯. We wish to explore 
the subjects of their writings, looking at how each writer created 
their work and how a close examination of their manuscripts can add 
further to our appreciation and understanding of their poetry and 
prose. Contemporary artists from the UK and Japan were asked to 
consider and interpret these themes and artefacts through specially 
commissioned work, thereby bringing us closer to the older writing 
and manuscripts. 
The idea for this exhibition  arose  from a conference and study 
produced by the Wordsworth Trust  (with support from Arts Council 
England) in 2012 called Beyond Words: Understanding and Sharing the 
Meaning of Manuscripts. In the conference, Jeff Cowton, Curator at 
the Wordsworth Trust, described how manuscripts had meanings 
beyond the words themselves and how, for example, handwriting 
is a visual form which can ‘mimic the texture of thought’, revealing 
valuable clues as to the state of mind of the creator. The study 
recommended that the Trust consider working with contemporary 
artists to further explore and share these meanings.
In this introduction I aim to explain the background to the 
exhibition, comparing the work of three poets and writers whose 
worlds (and poetry), some suggest, could not be further apart, and 
in this I am greatly indebted to John Elder who has undertaken the 
only (to my knowledge) serious comparative and sustained study of 
the two poets and whose support and contribution to this project 
has been enormously encouraging.1 I also describe how the project 
began, and the process behind the commissioning of new work for 
the show. My colleague, Carol McKay, will discuss elsewhere in this 
publication the work of each artist and link it to the themes outlined 
in this introduction, showing how their work has been influenced by 
the poetry and prose of either Dorothy and William Wordsworth or 
Matsuo Basho¯, or all three. 
The first question readers of this essay and visitors to the exhibition 
might ask is; how can we compare the work of three writers who 
lived a century apart, in two very different cultures, at opposite ends 
of the globe? 
And the second question that may be asked is: why have we chosen 
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Thomas De Quincey reckoned that Wordsworth walked a distance 
of 175,000 to 180,000 miles in his lifetime and it could be argued 
that walking creates one of the main themes around which The 
Prelude is constructed.
Two of the most important experiences related in The Prelude, for 
example, found their origins in mountain walks (when Wordsworth 
was overawed by the Ravine of Gondo, the “Gloomy Pass”, or during 
a night walk to the top of Snowdon). Walking was important to 
Wordsworth because it created an interaction between the traveller 
and the landscape.4
It was similarly important to Dorothy, who walked incessantly 
throughout much of her life, both on her own and with companions, 
recording her observations and encounters in the pages of her 
Grasmere and Alfoxden Journals. 
The same rationale for walking and writing could equally apply to 
Basho¯ who made not one but several journeys in Japan. ‘He sought 
to experience first hand beautiful scenes such as Mount Yoshino, 
Sarashini, and the pine-clad islands of Matsushima.’ 5 His first 
journey in 1684 was described in Nozarashi Kiko¯ (‘A Weather Beaten 
Journey’). Other journeys and journals followed (including, in 
1687, Oi no Koumin, ‘The Records of a Travel-Worn Satchel’ and, in 
1688, Sarashina Kiko¯, ‘A Visit to Sarashina Village’—a copy of this 
particular journal is on display in the exhibition). His art reached 
Caption 5: William Wordsworth, Prelude Snowdon
and writers who lived a long time ago? 
I hope, in this introduction, to answer these questions, and in doing 
so, enable the manuscripts of Dorothy and William Wordsworth 
and Basho¯ presented here to be seen in a fresh and exciting light. 
In the remainder of this essay, I have compared their writing 
and poetry under a series of generic headings that also form the 
narrative of the exhibition.
Background: three poets and writers; two cultures
Matsuo Basho¯ was born in Ueno (near Kyoto) in 1644 in a Neo 
Confucian Japan ruled centrally by the Tokugawa shogunate who 
cut the country off from the rest of the world for the next two 
hundred years. This period was characterized by economic growth, 
strict social order and isolationist foreign policies.
William Wordsworth was born just over a century later in 1770 
in Cockermouth, Cumbria; Dorothy, in 1771. In stark contrast to 
Japan, Britain at this time was undergoing an industrial revolution, 
forging the beginnings of an expanding empire and encountering 
fierce debates in radical politics, economics and political philosophy.
The first free inflow of Western civilization to Japan took place 
toward the end of the nineteenth century, providing the Japanese 
with a chance to reconsider their traditional, social, intellectual and 
literary values. Japanese poets of this period were revolutionaries 
in their own right. They were influenced by Western Romantic 
poets such as Wordsworth and they saw in Basho¯, a poet whose 
influence on Japanese poets had waned since his death in 1694, 
a Japanese version of these Western models.2 As a result, Basho¯’s 
fame grew again and there was renewed interest in his poetry and 
prose in Japan.
Conversely, as Japanese culture travelled across the world to the West, 
it influenced not only the art of the Post Impressionist painters, but 
also early twentieth century Western poets such as Ezra Pound and 
the Imagists, many of whom were interested in Japan and Japanese 
arts; A second generation of twentieth century poets (the Beat Poets 
—Gary Snyder, Jack Kerouac and Allen Ginsberg on the West Coast 
of America) experimented with the haiku form, influenced greatly by 
the poetry of Basho¯.3
Walking Poets
The most obvious ‘similarity’ between the Wordsworths and Basho¯ is 
that they were inveterate walker–poets. Wordsworth’s contemporary 
Caption 4: William Wordsworth
Dorothy Wordsworth
Matsuo Basho¯
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in a great oneness with the earth—and with the heavens, too. In 
Wordsworth’s writing, there are elements of pantheism; in Basho¯, 
Zen. In our exhibition at Dove Cottage we have shown two relevant 
passages (one from Wordsworth—an excerpt from his account of an 
ascent of Snowdon from Book XIV of The Prelude—and one from 
Basho¯ with an account of his ascent of Mount Gassan) that illustrate 
well this sense of man being subsumed within the power of nature: 
The Moon stood naked in the Heavens, at height
Immense above my head, and on the shore
I found myself of a huge sea of mist,
Which, meek and silent, rested at my feet:
A hundred hills their dusky backs upheaved
All over this still Ocean, and beyond,
Far, far beyond, the vapours shot themselves,
In headlands, tongues and promontory shapes,
Into the Sea, the real Sea, that seemed
To dwindle, and give up its majesty,
Usurp’d upon as far as sight could reach.8
And the second from Basho¯’s The Narrow Road to the Deep North:
I climbed Mount Gassan on the eighth … I walked through 
mists and clouds, breathing the thin air of high altitudes and 
stepping on slippery ice and snow, till at last through a gateway 
Captions 8 and 9
its greatest form in 1689 in his masterpiece Oku no Hosomichi, ‘The 
Narrow Road to the Deep North’. In this poem/travel book, he 
recounts his last long walk, completed with his disciple Sora, some 
1,200 miles covered over five months beginning in May 1689. The 
Japanese term oku refers to the northern backcountry of the main 
Japanese island of Honshu, and it also means “deep” in the sense 
of interior, such as the depths of a mountain and spiritual depths.6 
We are delighted to be able to show not one, but two versions of 
this journal. The first is a reproduction in Basho¯’s own hand; the 
second is a transcription by Yosa Buson (1716–1784), written and 
illustrated over a century later in 1778. Buson was a poet and painter 
of the Edo period who revered Basho¯. As well as making this copy 
of Basho¯’s seminal work, Buson was inspired to embark on his own 
wanderings to the ‘deep north’, following in the master’s footsteps.
It is interesting to note, within the context of this exhibition, 
that recent studies have shown what the Wordsworths and 
Basho¯ recognised intuitively; namely that walking boosts creative 
inspiration. Stanford researchers examined creativity levels of people 
while they walked versus while they sat and found that a person’s 
creative output increased by an average of 60 percent when walking.7 
Wordsworth and Basho¯: environmental pioneers?
For both Basho¯ and Wordsworth, ‘man’ and nature were intertwined 
Captions 6 and 7
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radical and different. It often used conversational English and a 
direct observation of nature. Wordsworth ‘quarried the past’15—folk 
literature and ballads—in seeking this more direct form of verse that 
could be understood by everyone; hence the Lyrical Ballads. 
Basho¯’s writing (both his poetry and prose) was ‘deeply imbued 
with a sense of the passage of time and the impermanence of the 
all things (and) he wrote often of the continuity of the past into the 
present’. 16 Like the Romantics, his writing was completely different 
from those of his immediate poetic predecessors, relying not on 
the false wit of sophisticated court life, but on his knowledge of, 
and reflection on, everyday life and the natural world, as well as 
an understanding of classical Chinese poetry (which he studied in 
Kyoto for five years early in his life). 
Basho¯ developed a simple but profound and serious style of composing 
poetry. He admired the ‘wandering poets’ Li Po and Tu Fu of China 
as well as So¯gi and Saigo¯ of Japan. Nothing is contrived. There are 
no puns or attempts at urbane sophistication. Like Dorothy and 
William Wordsworth, Basho¯ writes of a direct and deep engagement 
with nature. In this exhibition, we have three key illustrated haiku by 
Basho¯ that emphasize this approach:
A crow
has settled on a bare branch
autumn evening 17
The old pond
a frog jumps in
sound of water 18
A wild sea –
and flowing out towards Sado Island,
 the Milky Way 19
We hope, too, that the wide range of new work on display in this 
publication and in the exhibition will give readers and visitors new 
ways of seeing the manuscripts afresh; to see them as exciting, living 
documents, part of a creative continuum that stretches from the 
past through to the present.
A collaborative practice
It may come as a surprise to realize that Wordsworth was a creative 
collaborator rather than the solitary genius often portrayed. It is 
true that the title of his most famous poem, ‘I wandered lonely as a 
Cloud’, encourages this popular reading of Wordsworth. However, 
he collaborated closely with Coleridge on his (their) first major 
important publication —the Lyrical Ballads—whilst his other work 
owed much to Dorothy: their sharing of experiences that would 
of clouds, as it seemed, to the very paths of the sun and the 
moon, I reached the summit, completely out of breath and 
nearly frozen to death. Presently the sun went down and the 
moon rose glistening in the sky. I spread some leaves on the 
ground and went to sleep resting my head on pliant bamboo 
branches. When, on the following morning, the sun rose again 
and dispersed the clouds, I went down towards Mount Yudono.9
Indeed, the poetry and prose of both the Wordsworths and Basho¯ 
was underpinned by more than just an observation of nature. The 
Japanese writer Hakutani wrote:  ‘Basho¯ carried nature within him 
and brought himself to the deepest level of nature, where all sounds 
lapse into the world of silence and infinity.’10 Both William and 
Dorothy Wordsworth, too, perceived and understood landscape to 
be ‘beyond anything simply visible’ compressed ‘into its elements, 
earth, air and water’.11 Dorothy’s prose, for instance, is illuminated 
by many moments of extraordinary emotional sharpness—as 
when she talks, on 15 April 1802, about how ‘the wind seized our 
breath’,12 and later in her Journal she says that the evening of the 
7th May 1802 presented ‘a terrible kind of threatening brightness at 
sunset above Easedale’.13
The poetry and prose of Dorothy and William Wordsworth and 
Basho¯ emphasize the importance of a direct, unmediated experience 
of nature—an experience developed through our active imagination. 
The work of the Romantic poets argued, I think, for a rebalancing 
of a view of the world that had, since the Enlightenment, placed a 
greater importance on measuring and recording experience, whilst 
devaluing our emotional and creative responses to the natural world. 
Their approach, it could be argued, is even more relevant for us 
today as our contemporary world is facing the twin evils of pollution 
and climate change.
People in the poetry and prose of the Wordsworths and Basho¯
Although both the Wordsworths and Basho¯ have been labelled 
‘nature poets’, this could be, perhaps, a little misleading, because 
they were also very much concerned with people or some form of 
“cultured nature”.14 In Basho¯’s prose, for instance, we encounter 
a wide variety of people he met ‘on the road’—each different and 
individual. A glance at the subjects of some of Wordsworth’s poems 
(‘The Sailor’s Mother’; ‘Beggars’; ‘The Discharged Soldier’ and ‘The 
Leech Gatherer’) reveal his interest, too, in the people of the road 
he met when walking. Similarly, we find frequent observations of 
local friends, acquaintances and literary colleagues in the pages of 
Dorothy’s Journals.
The continuity of the past into the present
The work of Wordsworth and Basho¯ is part of an ongoing continuum 
of creative reflection and activity that stretches both back in time 
and through to the present. The poetry of the Romantics was 
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I tell you, I intend to sever my relations with you,’ Basho¯ says in the 
letter.
For the Wordsworths, the sending and receiving of letters was an 
important part of everyday life. It provided the only means of 
keeping in touch with family and friends; the receipt of a letter 
from Coleridge, for example, could greatly affect the Wordsworth 
household’s spirits. The cost of paper and postage was expensive, 
with the recipient expected to pay for delivery. Often every inch of 
the paper was written upon to save the expense of using a second 
sheet. The handwriting, number of deletions and layout of a letter 
can tell us much about the formality or otherwise of the relationship 
between sender and recipient.
Framing the scripts
In this exhibition, some of the artists explore the idea developed by 
writers such as Coleridge and Wordsworth that there is a specific 
relationship between the word used to describe an object or thing 
and the object itself—a poetic, embodied relationship. Coleridge, 
writing in a letter to William Godwin20 suggested that ‘words can 
embody and not just stand for thoughts and things’ and he ‘puts 




become the subject of his poems, her recording of them in a journal 
to which he could turn as an aid to memory, and in the physical 
creation and copying of verse with which she could be occupied for 
several hours in a day. 
Basho¯ also benefited from creative collaboration, undertaking his 
journeys with companions; The Narrow Road to the Deep North (for 
instance) is punctuated by references (and occasional contributions) 
from his companion, Sora. 
It is in this spirit of collaboration that we invited a number of the 
artists in this exhibition to work collaboratively—and, in the spirit 
of cultural exchange, to encourage artists from the UK and Japan to 
work together. 
Letter writing and correspondence
Some two hundred letters are known to have been written by 
Basho¯—many of them similar in style to his published prose, and 
some including haiku. The Wordsworths wrote thousands of letters. 
The letter can be the purest and most direct form of writing—a 
place where feelings are often exposed. Whilst there is, of course, no 
direct display of temper in any of Basho¯’s prose or poetry, it does 
fleetingly arise in his letter writing – for instance in the letter Basho¯ 
wrote to a student named Shado who was trying to set up a branch 
school in Osaka after hearing he had fallen out with fellow students. 
‘You suffer from a somewhat selfish disposition. If you do not do as 
Caption 10
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twentieth century Western poets who themselves drew extensively 
on the work of Basho¯.
The Wordsworths, Basho¯ and Zen: the journey into wisdom
So far in this introduction, I have looked at straightforward and 
relatively uncontroversial comparisons between the work of the 
Wordsworths and Basho¯. However, there was another key area in 
particular that I ‘felt’, intuitively, was worthy of exploration when 
beginning this project, and that was the deeper ‘spiritual’ association 
between the writers. Was this, perhaps, another connection between 
the Wordsworths and Basho¯—or if not, what did any differences 
between the approach of the three writers say about them and the 
respective cultures out of which their work emerged? 
Despite the ‘self-focus’ that Keats for one attributed to Wordsworth, 
I sensed that there were many passages in Wordsworth’s writing 
when the poet’s ego seemed to me to become subsumed within the 
world—a sense that was corroborated by my reading of a fascinating 
book by John G. Rudy called Wordsworth and the Zen Mind. In 
his introduction, Rudy suggests that ‘Throughout his poetry, 
Wordsworth chronicles moments of self-forgetting extraordinarily 
similar in course and profile to the Zen experience of the cosmic 
influx resulting from its formal procedures of self-emptying. As with 
Zennists, these occasions of self-forgetting form the spiritual basis of 
his art and the driving force behind his creativity.’23
Is thinking impossible without arbitrary signs? &—how far 
is the word “arbitrary” a misnomer? Are words &c parts 
& germinations of the Plant? And what is the law of their 
growth?—In something of this order I would endeavour to 
destroy the old antithesis of Words & Things, elevating, as it 
were, words into Things, & living Things too. 22
A number of the artists in this exhibition have focused not just on the 
printed page, but also the handwritten texts of both Wordsworth and 
Basho¯ (and his follower, Buson). The personally expressive power of 
the Romantic poets is of course clearly evident in the printed word, 
yet it is strengthened enormously in the handwritten manuscripts 
on display here. Similarly, our understanding of the haiku poetry of 
Basho¯ has largely come down to us in a highly aesthetic, pared down, 
modernist form (the haiku, typeset, on the page), whereas in fact 
Basho¯’s and Buson’s calligraphy, whilst still beautifully restrained 
and spare, is actually so much more personally, and wonderfully, 
expressive than this. 
In seeing together here the handwritten texts of William and Dorothy 
Wordsworth and the calligraphy of Basho¯ and Buson, we might 
imagine again that these poets are not as far apart as we may have 
originally thought. It is precisely this expressive approach that some 
of the contemporary artists in this exhibition have developed, whilst 
others have focused on the ego-less typeset poetry, influenced by Captions 12 and 13
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  And I have felt
  A presence that disturbs me with the joy
  Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime
  Of something far more deeply interfused
  Whose dwelling is the light of the setting suns,
  And the round ocean and the living air,
  And the blue sky, and in the mind of man. …24
Rudy continues: ‘A comparison of selected poems in the Wordsworth 
canon with some of the leading documents in Zen literature and 
philosophy establishes a less self-conscious, less egotistical strain 
in Wordsworth’s art, refines our understanding of the poet’s 
engagement with the unio mystica, and creates for his work a less 
ideological, more universal context’.25
I look’d for universal things; perused
  The common countenance of earth and heaven;
  And, turning the mind in upon itself,
  Pored, watch’d, expected, listen’d; spread my thoughts
  And spread them with a wider creeping; felt
  Incumbences more awful, visitings
  Of the Upholder of the tranquil Soul,
  Which underneath all passion lives secure
  A steadfast life …26
And, perhaps most interesting of all to me (since I rate the work of 
Dorothy Wordsworth very highly), Rudy says of her writing in this 
‘area’ that it was a substantial influence on Wordsworth’s thinking: 
‘her acceptance of the mystery of things, her ability to see, hear and 
feel without necessarily seeking for an intellectual principle behind 
things, for a separate logos, as it were, is the measure of her identity 
with the universe.’27 Dorothy’s writing retains, he says;
‘not a mind that seeks for anything beyond itself, but one 
that accepts freely, that pens to the impulses of nature – to the 
shining of the moon, to the play of ‘misty mountain winds’28 
… Being the eyes of nature itself, Dorothy reads only what is there 
and seeks nothing beyond the surface of things.’29
This reading of the Wordsworths and Basho¯ is, I realise, a 
somewhat speculative comparison (indeed a colleague called it, not 
unreasonably, a perilous one). However, it is one that has, for me, 
driven this project forward—and it is one I believe many of the 
artists in this exhibition have subconsciously tackled in their work. 
I leave it up to you, the reader, and the visitor to the exhibition, to 
make your own decision here about any deeper relationship between 
the work of Dorothy and William Wordsworth and Basho¯ when 
reading the passages of poetry and manuscript copies of their work 
represented here or when looking at the work of the contemporary 
artists in the show.
Preparing the exhibition
As a ‘Prelude’ to the exhibition, the Wordsworth Trust hosted a 
Symposium at the Jerwood Centre, Dove Cottage in January 2014 
 —an event which was attended by the artists in the exhibition. This 
afforded all involved a unique opportunity to meet and exchange 
ideas with the added privilege of being able to work with original 
Wordsworth poetical manuscripts (ninety per cent of which belong 
to the Trust) and facsimile manuscript copies of Basho¯’s work 
kindly lent to us by the Kyoto National Museum and the Waseda 
University Library. Access of this sort to these manuscripts is, of 
course, rare; and so it was wonderful to be able to handle material 
of such enormous cultural value, as well as being inspired by the 
landscape of the ‘Wordsworth’s Lake District’ in winter. Workshops 
on Sumi ink painting and Japanese book binding using traditional 
Japanese Paper by Manny Ling, Christine Flint-Sato, Nao Sakamoto 
and Ewan Clayton illuminated the symposium, and a number of 
artists walked up Easedale, led by sculptor Brian Thompson.
Our aim over the three days (from 20–22 January 2014) was to 
generate ideas for a visually stunning exhibition, bringing out the 
beauty and power of the original manuscripts, and to look at ways 
in which the contemporary artwork might give visitors new ways of 
seeing the manuscripts afresh. Thus the handling of the documents 
during the symposium formed a crucial part of the process of the 
creation of the new work for the exhibition.
This was a very productive and intense few days. All the artists 
stayed together at the Thorney How Youth Hostel in Grasmere, 
working during the day in the Trust’s extensive library of texts 
and manuscripts and sharing ideas over an evening meal. The 
Symposium was a great success and has subsequently resulted in the 
work represented here in this catalogue and exhibition. 
I am enormously grateful to the artists in this exhibition - Ewan 
Clayton; Ken Cockburn; Alec Finlay; Christine Flint-Sato; Zaffar 
Kunial (Poet in Residence at the Wordsworth Trust, 2014); Eiichi 
Kono; Manny Ling; Chris McHugh; Nobuya Monta; Inge Panneels; 
Andrew Richardson; Autumn Richardson; Nao Sakamoto; Minako 
Shirakura; Richard Skelton; Ayako Tani and Brian Thompson. They 
have risen to the challenge presented by this project and produced 
an extraordinarily varied range of work (poetry, glass, calligraphy, 
sculpture, painting, design, ceramics and music/sound) of the 
highest quality. 
And finally—by way of a caveat—I should say that I am primarily 
an artist and occasional curator and not an academic with an in-
depth knowledge of the work of either the Wordsworths or Basho¯. 
Sometimes this can be useful, but such enthusiasm will only go 
so far – and so I am hugely indebted to Jeff Cowton, Curator of 
the Wordsworth Trust, whose support, advice and enthusiasm 
throughout this project have been immense, and to the writers 
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who kindly responded to my request to write a series of more 
informed essays for this publication: Professor John Elder 
(Emeritus): Middlebury College, US; Professor Sho¯ko Azuma: 
Jumonji University; Tokyo; Dr. Kaz Oishi: University of Tokyo; 
Professor Ewan Clayton: University of Sunderland; Pamela 
Woof: President of the Wordsworth Trust; Dr. Carol McKay: 
University of Sunderland.
I approached each with some trepidation and asked them, 
frankly, an almost impossible task—to write about the work 
of Wordsworth and Basho¯ in just 1000 words. They, too, have 
risen magnificently to this, different, and tough, challenge. I 
hope that, together, they will give you, the reader, a much 
deeper insight into the work of the Wordsworths and Basho¯ 
and, in the case of Carol McKay’s texts, a clearer picture as to 
how the new work in this exhibition and catalogue can help 
us all see the work of the Wordsworths and Basho¯ anew. I am 
also grateful to Geoffrey Wilkinson for his kind and valuable 
support at different stages in this project. Geoffrey has recently 
written a fascinating essay ‘The Narrow Road to the Western Isles—
if Keats had journeyed with Basho¯’.30 
But why is this show timely? The poetry and prose of William and 
Dorothy Wordsworth, and that of Basho¯, urge us, I think, to value 
Caption 19
nature for what it is—and not (as we politically do in the twenty-
first century) to re-frame the argument and adopt the language 
of the economic rationalists. The cognitive linguist Lakov says ‘if 
you adopt the language and values of your opponents, you lose 
because you are reinforcing their frame’.31 Costing nature (says 
George Monbiot), ‘tells us that it possesses no inherent value; 
that it is worthy of protection only when it performs a service 
for us; that it is replaceable. You demoralize and alienate those 
who love the natural world while reinforcing the values of those 
who don’t’.32 Those who believe that they can protect nature 
by adopting this ‘frame’ of economic rationalism are stepping 
into a trap their opponents have set. The strongest arguments 
(says Monbiot) that opponents can deploy—arguments based 
on values – cannot, just now, be heard. That is why it is more 
important than ever that the poetry and prose of Dorothy 
and William Wordsworth and Basho¯ is heard and understood 
and why, too, we have much to learn from the Japanese and 
Eastern approaches to nature. 
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Biologists refer to the boundary-zone between two ecosystems as 
an ecotone, or edge. ‘Edge-effect’ often lends a special richness 
to such border-regions. They may well harbour species from each 
adjacent habitat, as well as some that are unique to the ecotone, and 
they typically possess an unusually high density of biomass. Edges 
often shift too, whether in the fluctuation of a tidal zone or at the 
successional line where woods advance into an abandoned meadow. 
Alertness is thus at a special premium for creatures drawn to the 
abundant resources of a moving edge. Seeking nourishment, they 
may simply end up being what’s for lunch.
The artists and writers contributing to this exhibition have 
themselves ventured into a precarious but promising edge; 
precarious, because there are dramatic gaps between the poetic 
worlds of Wordsworth and Basho¯. Neither of them ever visited the 
other’s country and Wordsworth never heard of, much less read, 
his Japanese predecessor’s writing. Beyond the fact that one of 
them was trained in the Zen Buddhist tradition and the other had 
a Christian background, they also wouldn’t have had the slightest 
exposure to what the other was reading. Basho¯ was inspired by the 
lineage of Tu Fu and Saigyo¯, Wordsworth by Shakespeare, Spenser 
and Milton. All the more impressive, then, are the deep resonances 
between these poets that have contributed to making Basho¯ such an 
important influence on western poets today, Wordsworth so beloved 
in Japan.
In creating his own work for the present show Ken Cockburn found 
himself drawn to a passage from Book II of The Prelude referring 
to the ‘observation of affinities / In objects where no brotherhood 
exists / To passive minds’. In investigating the affinities between 
Basho¯ and Wordsworth it’s pertinent to note that word’s origin in 
the Latin affinis (ad + finis): ‘bordering on’. They are kindred writers 
in part through their shared calling to the margins of their societies, 
the shifting edges between nature and culture where insight may 
germinate. Basho¯’s narrow path to the interior, Oku no Hosomichi, 
anticipates Wordsworth’s choice, at the beginning of ‘Michael’ and 
elsewhere, to depart ‘from the public way’. 
Wordsworth and Basho¯ alike desired spiritual as well as physical 
separation from the social mainstream. Basho¯’s challenging path led 
him to a remote field where women were singing at their work, a 
zone where poetry could be regrounded in the ancient communal 
rhythms of agriculture:  furyo no / hajime ya oku no / ta ue uta, ‘Culture’s 
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beginnings / here in the interior / rice-planting songs’ (adapted from 
Sam Hamill’s translation). He turned away from the artificially 
ruralized tea huts of wealthy connoisseurs to seek true simplicity in 
the heart of the land. Wordsworth similarly rejected the ‘gaudiness 
and inane phraseology of many modern writers’ out of a hunger for 
‘[h]umble and rustic life’ where ‘the essential passions of the heart 
find a better soil in which they can attain their maturity … ’. (This 
language comes from the poet’s 1800 preface to the second edition 
of Lyrical Ballads.) 
Just as Basho¯ had been inspired by the women’s rice-planting song, 
Wordsworth’s imagination was stimulated, his heart stirred, by 
hearing the song of the Solitary Reaper at another sort of edge. The 
speaker’s question ‘Will no one tell me what she sings?’ indicates 
that not only her isolated labour but even her language—Scots 
Gaelic—feels ancient and remote to him. In part because of such a 
gap, this encounter remains a wellspring for the poet’s memory and 
imagination: ‘The music in my heart I bore, / Long after it was heard 
no more.’
In the choice to turn away from the conventional, materialistic 
expectations of their societies, Basho¯ and Wordsworth were both 
motivated by the desire for a deeper quality of awareness. One of the 
first scholars to point out this essential similarity was R. H. Blyth, 
who lived, taught English and studied Zen and haiku in Japan from 
1936 until his death in 1964. His teaching and study continued 
there even when he was interned during the war. Among his many 
brilliant, quirky books are Zen and English Literature and the four-
volume, lavishly illustrated study called simply Haiku. In the first 
volume of that latter masterpiece (published in 1949) he wrote, 
‘Haiku record what Wordsworth calls those “spots of time”, those 
moments which for some quite mysterious reason have a peculiar 
significance—a kind of satori, or enlightenment, in which we see 
into the life of things’. 
Blyth’s sense of such a parallel is especially striking when Oku no 
Hosomichi is compared with The Prelude. Once more, it’s important 
to acknowledge significant differences at the outset. Basho¯’s work 
is a considerably shorter one, its voice less overtly autobiographical 
than is the case in Wordsworth’s narrative. It also has no equivalent 
to The Prelude’s lengthy passages about residence in Cambridge and 
London or to his politically charged descriptions of travel through 
Revolutionary France. Having said this, though, one can affirm 
that these are two of world literature’s most resonant accounts of 
walking, and that both works also find their sharpest focus at sudden 
moments of intensified awareness. 
Basho¯ often describes a phenomenon or event along the path, then 
pauses to distill that moment’s meaning in a haiku. One example 
comes in the poet’s account of a visit to Yamagata Province. Basho¯ 
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writes, ‘The temple doors, built on rocks, were bolted. I crawled 
among boulders to make my bows at shrines. The silence was 
profound. I sat, feeling my heart begin to open’. Then comes the 
haiku: ‘Lonely stillness— / a single cicada’s cry / sinking into stone’ 
(Hamill’s translation).
A similar shift of diction and intensity happens again and again in 
The Prelude, though in Wordsworth’s case this is as often a recoil 
from previous experience as a distillation of it. In Book VI, when the 
speaker realizes that he has already, unwittingly, crossed the Alps, a 
‘melancholy slackening’ ensues. But that mood in its turn suddenly 
gives way to a visionary experience of ‘The torrents shooting from 
the clear blue sky, / The rocks that muttered close upon our ears, 
/ Black drizzling crags that spake by the way-side / As if a voice 
were in them … ’. Wordsworth’s surrounding medium is blank-verse 
rather than prose, while his galvanizing experiences are less separate 
and compact than Basho¯’s haiku. Nevertheless, the two poems share 
the same essential rhythm in which the narrative voice is arrested 
and illuminated by flashes of insight. At such moments their readers 
too may be released from society’s expectations and inflections into 
an experience of immediate awareness at a vital edge.
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    I would walk alone
  In storm and tempest, or in starlight nights
Beneath the quiet Heavens … and I would stand
 Beneath some rock, listening to sounds that are
 The ghostly language of the ancient earth
Or make their dim abode in distant winds.1
Wordsworth in his late twenties was remembering himself as a boy 
of thirteen or fourteen years, a teenager still at school. Sometimes 
he took walking with him the household dog, and the dog would 
become ‘Tired, and uneasy at the halts I made’.2 For the young 
Wordsworth was ‘busy with the toil of verse’, his dog receiving great 
caresses when an image came out right, and giving ‘timely notice’ to 
the composing poet when strangers approached. Wordsworth was 
developing the habit, which he kept all his life, of saying his lines 
out loud as he walked, so that he might hear and possibly refine the 
music of his words. He would sometimes on summer mornings walk 
with ‘a friend / Then passionately loved’, and the two of them would 
stroll along, 
 By the still borders of the misty lake
 Repeating favourite verses with one voice,
 Or conning more, as happy as the birds
 That round us chaunted.3
These walks would be at dawn, well before 6.30am when classes 
began at Hawkshead school. 
So Wordsworth learnt early to be a versatile and creative walker: he 
could be solitary and he could enjoy companionship; he walked by 
night, and by day, and in all weathers; he liked both to move and 
to stand still; he listened as earth’s sounds spoke to him and his 
own voice spoke out rhythmically as he moved. All this was before 
he met again the sister who would become his closest and most 
sympathetic walking companion and friend through the greatest 
part of his adult life. 
Dorothy Wordsworth had been separated from her four brothers 
when she was six, shortly after the death of their mother. By the 
time she met the boys again their father too had died, Wordsworth 
was seventeen and Dorothy fifteen. They met, after more than nine 
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years, at their grand-parents’ in Penrith and were immediately at 
home with each other but had little sustained time together until 
Dorothy was twenty-three.
Wordsworth had early come to enjoy walking and the vital thinking 
that went with it, and he continued to make long walking excursions 
by rivers and through mountain ranges as a student and young man. 
How had Dorothy fared in distant Yorkshire? Had she walked? She 
had loved her childhood life in Halifax, loved her mother’s kind 
cousin who brought her up, her local friends, her local school. Torn 
from Halifax at fifteen, she corresponded with her friend there and 
captured in words some of the pleasures she was missing:
Oh! how I long to burst into your parlour … Oh! how often 
has that Fire-place been surrounded by a Party of happy 
children … Do you think you should know me in crossing 
the Top of the Back-lane from the shop …4
She had played with her friends in the Back-Kitchen, the Croft, and 
‘other of our favourite Haunts’; she hopes again to ‘wander’ with Jane 
Pollard ‘along the pleasant Banks of the Calder’. She pictures Jane: 
In Whiteley wood? the old lane or Birkswood? thinking 
upon our past pleasures, when we used to roam in search of 
bilberries with our black porringers in our hands?5
She slept well after such active days and is reminded of them in her 
early thirties after ‘a long and toilsome walk’ with her brother to 
reach Loch Ketterine in 1803:
I slept as soundly on my chaff bed as ever I have done in 
childhood after the long day’s playing of a summer holiday.6
We, most of us, can attest to similar experiences; but they are far 
from the intensity of Wordsworth’s mountain boyhood, his hearing
   among the solitary hills
 Low breathings coming after me, and sounds
 Of undistinguishable motion, steps
 Almost as silent as the turf they trod.7
Or consider the terrifying blankness that invaded both his sleeping 
and waking hours when, in a boat taken without leave, the boy had 
rowed in moonlight upon a mountain lake, and found that
  huge and mighty forms that do not live
 Like living men moved slowly through my mind
 By day, and were the trouble of my dreams.8
Dorothy had yet to discover such power in the hills, and perhaps, 
again like most of us, she came to realise that power mainly through 
her imagination and from Wordsworth’s own poetry; from this she 
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understood the forces he had known and felt in the solitary rambles 
of his youth. 
Yet Dorothy herself was an unusual young woman. From age 
seventeen to twenty-two she lived with her Uncle William and his 
young family in his rectory at Forncett in the flat countryside of 
Norfolk. There she learnt something of the value of walking. The 
first kind of walking was that with her brother when he stayed for six 
weeks at his uncle’s over Christmas 1790–91. He had been walking in 
the summer, almost marching, with an undergraduate friend through 
exciting revolutionary France and through the Alpine sublimities of 
Switzerland and Italy. He was now in an English rectory getting to 
know more of his sister who explained their routine to Jane:
We used to walk every morning about two hours, and every 
evening we went into the garden at four or half past four and 
used to pace backwards and forwards ‘till six.9
Such regular pacing backwards and forwards, over a limited distance 
on path, field, road or terrace where the walking was easy and 
there was no stumbling, gave Wordsworth the perfect context for 
thinking, conversation and, more particularly, for composition. 
The continuous rhythm of the body’s walking could help the flow 
of blank verse lines, could let the thinking have uninterrupted 
movement for as long as it needed, for the length of a page or a 
paragraph. Later, Wordsworth built terraces in his hilly Lake District 
gardens, made level paths that, like medieval cloisters, encouraged 
meditation. In Grasmere, with the beauties of the fells, the woods, 
and the valley about him, Wordsworth often walked backwards and 
forwards, sometimes alone, sometimes with Dorothy.
The second way of walking that Dorothy learnt at Forncett was 
solitary, long and alone. As a young lady of nineteen, the Rector’s 
niece, it would be thought not quite proper for her to walk to her 
friends, ‘the Miss Burroughses … sweet girls’,10 though they were 
and their village only three miles distant: ‘I go alone, am not I 
daring?’,11 she confided to her Halifax friend Jane. And then she 
would walk back. Certainly, such a character as Miss Bingley from 
the contemporary novel, Jane Austen’s Pride and Prejudice, would 
have judged Dorothy indecorous. 
Yet it meant that by the end of 1799 when she and Wordsworth 
set up house in Grasmere she was for the poet a perfect walking 
companion. The brother and sister enjoyed each other’s company, 
talking or silent, composing or noticing, walking backwards and 
forwards, or walking over a distance everywhere about the valley; 
walking together, with friends, or alone, walking at all times of day or 
night and in all seasons. They made Grasmere and the Lake District 
their own by walking in it and by writing about their experience. 
Living in one place year by year, changing in themselves and seeing 
the valley change, meant that they were not just walking through 
space and place; they were walking through time as well. Levels of 
meaning began to cling, for example, to a wood that was by the 
road walked on locally most days. Their younger, sea-faring visiting 
brother had made for himself a path through the wood’s dense trees 
in 1800; the older poet brother later discovered the pathway, walked 
on it and wrote about his younger brother, his boyhood, his life 
at sea, his mind’s range as he would pace his ‘Vessel’s deck / In 
some far region’, conjuring up as he walked ‘undying recollections’ 
of his native hills and his brother’s verse about those hills, even 
as that brother, composing, walked on ‘his’ path through the grove 
that murmured ‘with a sea-like sound’.12 Their sister, adding to the 
already rich association writes in her journal about one of many 
visits to ‘John’s grove’ and describes
A sweet sea-like sound in the trees above our heads, we 
walked backwards & forwards some time for dear John’s 
sake.13
Here, nature, the sea and the love of the three siblings come together 
across space and time as thought, feeling and language are shared. 
Why was the Grasmere walking so special? Wordsworth had walked 
before: France and the Alps of course; North Wales and the climbing 
of Snowdon to see the dawn but catch the moon; across Salisbury 
Plain alone and up the Wye Valley to North Wales; from Kendal 
to Keswick with Dorothy, eighteen miles to Grasmere, then staying 
one night there and another fifteen, says Dorothy with pride but 
incorrectly, to Keswick in 1794; about Racedown in Dorset with 
Dorothy; on the Quantocks in Somerset with Coleridge and 
Dorothy; in Goslar, Germany with Dorothy, both of them wrapped 
in furs against the cold; from Sockburn-on-Tees in the North East 
to and then through the Lake District with Coleridge and with John 
back from a sea voyage; and finally, from Sockburn again, across 
Yorkshire, into Westmorland and on to Grasmere with Dorothy over 
three cold snowy days in late December 1799. At the end of this last 
walk was Dove Cottage, and out of all the walks there came poetry. 
Yet Grasmere intensified the walking and intensified the poetry. 
Wordsworth and his sister were living there; it was home. They did 
not simply walk through it; they walked into it, deeply into it, so 
that they knew it, permanently. Their writing showed a richness of 
response to walking that was in the place that was home. It was more 
than immediate; feelings, images and words became lasting memories. 
Images and observations are generally more quickly put down on 
paper by a journal-writer than by a poet; Wordsworth certainly 
composed out of doors and in his head, sometimes quickly, but not 
always immediately seizing on an idea; and after that he needed 
time for revision on paper. It could be a slow process. 
Dorothy could write her account of a day that same night, though 
often she had to catch up  on omitted days. She looked about her, 
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at sky and earth. She walked. Soon after coming to the Lakes, 
Wordsworth away, she was walking one night the four miles from 
Ambleside back to Grasmere and was accompanied part of the way 
by Mrs Nicholson, the post mistress. Dorothy wrote:
 This was very kind, but God be thanked I want not society  
 by a moonlight lake –  14
Nor did she; she could see ‘moonshine like herrings in the water’.15 
Or, in a different season, reluctant to set off till after tea in ‘a 
soaking all-day Rain’ she saw ‘hawthorns on the mountain sides like 
orchards in blossom’,16 thus giving to an ordinary wet day the sudden 
surprising presence on a bleak mountainside of intense freshness, 
colour and scent, such as a spring orchard has in sunshine. But along 
with the delicate beauty of her image is the sadness of its transience; 
only a week later, she notes realistically, no longer offering a joyous 
comparison but simply the fact:
 The lower hawthorn blossoms passed away, those on the  
 hills a faint white.
Fifty springs indeed are little room, as Housman would say a hundred 
or so years later, to see the cherry hung with snow. 
The house, of course, had its domestic imperatives: dealing with 
quantities of rhubarb, baking bread, mending clothes, reading, 
visitors calling, drinking tea, ironing, writing letters, copying poems, 
gardening. In walking out of the house, absorbing through frequent 
noticings details in the changing appearances of the valley, Dorothy 
was often stimulated to use imagery. Not written for publication, 
the journals have a lovely freedom and they mix particular realistic 
details with leaps far beyond the specific; the hawthorns as orchards 
in blossom are an example. Or, Wordsworth and Dorothy’s walking 
out to John’s grove, sitting for a while and listening, then lying down 
‘unseen by one another’ and listening to ‘the peaceful sounds of the 
earth’, hearing not only the birds but the waterfalls:
There was no one waterfall above another—it was a sound of waters 
in the air—the voice of the air.17
Lying on the earth, hearing waters in air. This is a perception beyond 
anything simply visible; Wordsworth in fact had his eyes shut. There 
is here a compression of landscape into its elements, earth, air and 
water; its power is of the most basic and the notion of the ‘voice of 
the air’ is magical. 
Even walking can be too fast; the Wordsworths often stopped in 
their walks, sat, lay down, listened and looked. 
We rested a long time under a wall. Sheep & lambs were in 
the field—cottages smoking. As I lay down on the grass, I 
observed the glittering silver line on the ridges of the Backs 
of the sheep, owing to their situations respecting the Sun 
—which made them look beautiful but with something of 
strangeness, like animals of another kind – as if belonging to 
a more splendid world.18
The alternation of walking with stillness allows in a very natural way 
for both noticing and letting the mind dwell upon the things seen, 
moving, as here, even towards fantasy. 
Sometimes in their walking the Wordsworths did not themselves 
choose to be still; they were compelled to stillness by the force of 
wind and weather. There was a ‘furious’ wind when they set out 
from the foot of Ullswater to walk the length of the lake and then 
over a high pass back to Grasmere. They had to rest twice, once ‘in 
the large Boat-house, then under a furze Bush … The wind seized 
our breath... —We rested again & again’. 
This enforced resting meant that they not only noticed but 
remembered. Dorothy, writing her journal two days later, recalled 
even the variations of colour on twigs; she noted what flowers grew 
on the lake-shore, recalling more later and then adding these to her 
list; she remembers their wondering how a few daffodils should 
come to be growing by the water side, and then sees ‘more & yet 
more & at last— …’, and so her passage rises into the triumphant 
characterisation of ‘daffodils so beautiful’. Her sentence lengthens 
into delight as, unusually for Dorothy, full verb after full verb 
expresses the exuberance of the celebratory scene:
they grew among the mossy stones about & about them, 
some rested their heads upon these stones as on a pillow for 
weariness & the rest tossed & reeled & danced & seemed 
as if they verily laughed with the wind that blew upon 
them over the Lake, they looked so gay, ever glancing, ever 
changing …19
Wordsworth was walking with Dorothy on that April day in 1802. 
We do not have his reaction at the time; it comes some two years 
later from a surging movement of memory. That walk of April 1802 
was then both remembered and changed; it had, as it were, slept 
in the poet’s mind and of its own accord it surfaced into vividness 
but a vividness at once softer and more dramatic than in Dorothy’s 
portrayal. Only through time and memory could the experience 
become perfectly the poet’s own. Appropriately therefore he is 
solitary, not with his sister, in the poem ‘I wandered lonely as a 
Cloud’. The wind is not ‘furious’ now, but a breeze that sets the 
flowers more gently ‘fluttering and dancing’. The poet does not 
come upon the flowers in twos and threes gradually, and then ‘more 
& yet more & at last …’, as Dorothy had done; his awareness is 
dramatic, ‘all at once I saw a crowd’. After the aimless ‘wandering’ 
the poet wants the force of revelation; it hadn’t been there, but he 
creates it. There is no need to say more here about Wordsworth’s 
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most recognised poem, but it is important to see that a shared 
walk affected the two writers differently: for Dorothy, it formed the 
content of her lively, exhilarated sympathy of the moment for both 
flowers and furious wind; for Wordsworth, it became the stuff of an 
imaginative re-creation, a memory reborn as a recurring source of 
involuntary delight, the richness at last of the dancing daffodils, a 
richness that was permanent because it was in the mind. 
 Often in his poetry, though not necessarily in actuality, the  
 poet walked alone; it is the reader who is invited to walk  
 mentally beside him:
 If from the public way you turn your steps
 Up the tumultuous brook of Green-head Gill,
 You will suppose that with an upright path
Your feet must struggle...
But alongside the brook is a ‘hidden valley’,
 With a few sheep, with rocks and stones, and kites
 That overhead are sailing in the sky. 
And the reader is invited to notice that
    Beside the brook
 There is a straggling heap of unhewn stones. 
The poem, ‘Michael’, will be about the significance, the tragic 
significance, of those stones to an old man, a shepherd who had 
lived nearby. It is the human association of the valley and its fields, 
the mountain heights and their winds, the stones of an unfinished 
sheep-fold by the brook, that interests Wordsworth, not the 
description of place for its own sake. One fine October day in 1800 
Wordsworth and his sister had ‘walked up Greenhead Gill in search 
of a Sheep fold’,20 and Dorothy in her journal describes the place, 
the orange fern on the mountains, the cattle pasturing on the hill 
tops, the kites sailing in the sky, the sheep fold falling away, its form 
nearly that of a ‘heart unequally divided’, the bright sparkles of the 
water-breaks and little falls in the brook. Her passage is descriptive 
of the place as it is. 
The same walk for Wordsworth has plunged him into memory, into 
layers of memory: of himself as a young boy
 Careless of books, yet having felt the power
 Of Nature,
and having felt too the power of a story told to him by his household 
Dame in Hawkshead about an old Grasmere shepherd. His Dame, 
Ann Tyson, had heard the story as a girl, and so the shepherd who 
never finished the sheepfold by the brook was already long dead. 
The poem ‘Michael’ is an exploration of great love and loss and 
the endurance of loss, while inextricable in its telling are the 
‘many thousand mists’, ‘these fields, these hills’, the storm, the 
mountains, the 
 Feelings and emanations, things which were
 Light to the sun and music to the wind.
Wordsworth could make the passion of the old shepherd real and 
true because he knew himself what life the hills gave him. He 
knew the mists and winds, had rambled the fells as a schoolboy, 
walked them as a young man and now lived daily in their sight, 
could walk on a fine October morning, and find in his memory and 
imagination, among these empty hills a celebration of how human 
love and strength can deal with the eternal onslaught of suffering.21
Wordsworth and Dorothy walked the roads as well as the fells of 
Grasmere valley, and they stopped and talked, or rather listened—
Dorothy particularly was good at listening—to the sad stories of 
the poor, the people on the fringes of society who were forced to 
walk the roads: the beggars, discharged soldiers, rag men, old sailors, 
abandoned women, widows, whole families with dog and crying 
infant. Wordsworth and his sister walked for pleasure, not in the 
dire need that was the lot of most of the wayfarers they met; they 
gave bread, small sums of money (Dorothy once gave as much as a 
shilling and thought afterwards that she could have got away with 
sixpence), but most of all they gave attention. They listened. Dorothy 
sometimes wrote down the stories the vagrants told,for, after all, the 
accounts could have been useful to Wordsworth as a narrative poet. 
He had been a passionate radical and an idealist, hoping for a more 
equal society, in the early years of the French Revolution; he had 
included poems about the pathos and resilience of the poor in that 
astonishingly original volume shared with Coleridge, Lyrical Ballads, 
1798. Clearly thinking it might be useful to her brother because 
he was pondering, they both were pondering, ideas about the uses 
of poetry (these were to be discussed in the preface to the second 
edition of Lyrical Ballads 1800), Dorothy described an encounter 
with an old man they had both met during a walk the week before. 
This old man ‘lived by begging’ and hoped to buy and sell ‘a few 
godly books’; he had formerly been a leech-gatherer, but ‘leeches 
were very scarce’. Dorothy gives a detailed account of what the man 
looked like, what he wore, carried and what he told them: deaths of 
wife and nine children, the entire absence of the one living son, a 
sailor; seasonal problems and scarcity of leeches, a skull-fracturing 
accident he had had driving a cart. 22
Wordsworth in fact made no use of the walk or Dorothy’s description 
of the encounter at the time, but two years later he took another 
solitary walk as a poet, walking as it were into his own poetry and 
in that imagined walk he remembered and came upon the old man 
of two years before. The man now, in the poem, was indeed a leech-
gatherer and was actually standing by a ‘little pond or moorish 
flood’. ‘Motionless as a Cloud the Old Man stood’, and the poet 
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engages him in conversation. We, as readers, have walked with the 
poet to this point in the poem, enjoying the sun after the night’s 
rain, hearing the birds, breathing the air ‘filled with pleasant noise 
of waters’. Like the sky, the grass, the hare, the woods and distant 
waters, like the ‘Traveller then upon the moor’, who is the poet 
himself conducting us upon his walk, we sense the general rejoicing; 
the Traveller is ‘happy as a Boy’. But the solitary walk of the poet’s 
imagination induces thinking, and the poet’s mood changes to worry 
and gloom, the very opposite of happiness. It is then that, depressed 
at the despondency that poets suffer, he, our guiding poet, and we 
with him, see the leech-gatherer. Now, at this moment, Wordsworth 
could surely have made use, along with his own memory of the 
encounter, of Dorothy’s detailed description of two years before. 
The old man had struck them both as an example of human strength 
and endurance in the face of almost overwhelming disasters. And 
Wordsworth, finishing the first drafts of his poem, did have several 
verses fully devoted to the old man’s direct words, to particular 
and new details about him and to such specific facts as Dorothy 
had presented in her journal. This all seemed too much for the first 
readers, Sara and Mary Hutchinson; indeed, they pronounced the 
old man’s words ‘tedious’. At first, Wordsworth felt outraged and 
misunderstood, but then he destroyed most of that section of the 
poem and finished it by redirecting the walk that had begun on 
such a golden morning of the earth’s and the poet’s happiness; he 
has the poem move now into the darker spaces of his own mind. 
The leech-gatherer himself is taken out of his own specific and 
calamitous history and becomes such a symbol of endurance in an 
alien world as one of those erratic boulders that are seen up and 
down the Lake District and have been carried long ages past by 
glaciers and deposited among rock formations of a different period; 
or, says Wordsworth, he is like an ancient sea-beast, hardly alive, 
crawled out of the depths of the sea to repose for a time in the 
sun. With these comparisons the leech-gatherer has lost most of the 
specific details of his particular life in history; he is almost mythic, a 
symbol of astonishing endurance. The poet walks up to the old man 
stationary by the pond and learns about his ‘Employment hazardous 
and  wearisome’, about his ‘many hardships’ and how 
 From Pond to Pond he roamed, from moor to moor.
To the poet, remembering his earlier despondency, even fear, and 
‘mighty Poets in their misery dead’, the old man seems like ‘one 
whom I had met with in a dream’. The leech-gatherer patiently goes 
on with his task; he tells the poet again,
   that, gathering Leeches, far and wide
 He travelled; stirring thus about his feet
 The waters of the Pond where they abide. 
The poet began the poem as a ‘Traveller then upon the moor’, a 
walker; the leech-gatherer too has travelled, and now, very old he is 
still walking from pond to pond, stopping, stirring the waters and 
walking again. The poet’s walking and the old man’s seem to mingle 
in the poet’s consciousness. The old man’s travelling, his continuing 
endurance into old age, his patient walking as though through life 
itself has become a powerful image for Wordsworth; it has become 
part of him:
 In my mind’s eye I seemed to see him pace
 About the weary moors continually,
 Wandering about alone and silently. 
Wordsworth called te poem ‘Resolution and Independence’; the 
leech-gatherer walks with a purpose, and having met him, so does 
the poet. Walking in Grasmere valley was part of life; it refreshed 
body, mind and spirit: 
I am not quite well—we have let the bright sun go down 
without walking—now a heavy shower comes on & I guess 
we shall not walk at all,
complained Dorothy to her journal at the end of April 1802. But 
they did walk, not far, but enough:
we walked backwards & forwards between our house & 
Olliffs. We talked … William left me sitting on a stone. 
Wordsworth presumably continued his pacing. Dorothy often sat 
outside. She clearly felt better:
 When we came in we corrected the Chaucers …23
In old age and illness, Dorothy had the same desire to be outside 
and close to the healing (her word) presence of nature; in a period of 
confinement to the house she wrote:
The sun shines so bright and the birds sing so sweetly that 
I have almost a painful longing to go out of doors, and am 
half tempted to break my bonds and sally forth into the 
garden …24
By 1804 there was a toddler in the house and a baby expected. It is 
perhaps as well, living in a cottage, that Wordsworth had got into 
the habit of composing out of doors. Dorothy explained to Catherine 
Clarkson in February 1804:
… He walks out every morning, generally alone, and brings 
us in a large treat almost every time he goes. The weather 
with all its pleasant mildness, has been very wet in general, 
he takes out the umbrella, and I daresay, stands stock-still 
under it, during many a rainy half-hour, in the middle of 
road or field.25
Wordsworth was writing ‘the Poem on his own early life’ (The 
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Prelude), explained Dorothy, and by the end of May he was in the 
same position and it was still raining. This time Dorothy was writing 
to her new correspondent Lady Beaumont:
... at present he is walking, and has been out of doors these 
two hours though it has rained heavily all the morning. 
In wet weather he takes out an umbrella, chuses the most 
sheltered spot, and there walks backwards and forwards, 
and though the length of his walk be sometimes a quarter or 
half a mile, he is as fast bound within the chosen limits as 
if by prison walls. He generally composes his verses out of 
doors, and while he is so engaged he seldom knows how the 
time slips away, or hardly whether it is rain or fair.26 
The two kinds of walking—this meditative pacing and the 
walking that covered distance—were constants throughout life for 
Wordsworth and his sister: for Dorothy, until she became too ill 
in the early 1830s (she lived until 1855), and for Wordsworth, 
almost until his death in 1850. This everyday walking in the Lake 
District – to Ambleside, Keswick, Ullswater, the Langdale valley, was 
punctuated by some dozen ambitious pedestrian tours, and again, 
Wordsworth found in these matter for poetry. Walking was in his 
blood, a need. Wordsworth knew it and discusses his need in The 
Prelude 1805. He could see some virtues in the city, but in his heart 
he turned
 To you, ye pathways and ye lonely roads,
 Sought you, enriched with everything I prized,
 With human kindness and with nature’s joy. 
He goes on to speak of the bliss of walking ‘Through field or forest 
with the maid we love’ as he had walked with his sister in Grasmere, 
‘the home of both’. And next to that he placed the ‘dear delight’
  of wandering on from day to day
 Where I could meditate in peace, and find
 The knowledge which I love, and teach the sound
 Of Poet’s music to strange fields and groves,
 Converse with men, where if we meet a face
 We almost meet a friend …
 I love a public road: few sights there are
 That please me more; such object hath had power
 O’er my imagination since the dawn
 Of childhood, when its disappearing line,
 Seen daily afar off, on one bare steep
 Beyond the limits which my feet had trod,
 Was like a guide into eternity …
   … the lonely roads
 Were schools to me in which I daily read
 With most delight the passions of mankind,
 There saw into the depth of human souls …27
Wordsworth’s poetry bears all this out. Walking the portions of 
the earth they walked was not trivial to either Wordsworth or his 
sister Dorothy. It was the context for the creative music of poetry; 
it was where humans met and sympathised with each other; it was 
an invitation to discover more, possibly apprehend the infinite; 
it contained sadness, joy, dignity and beauty as well as misery; it 
made the walker alive and alert to the unexpected. The known ways 
of Grasmere had a deep sweetness to the Wordsworths and the 
unknown ways of the world had a human sweetness too, one that 
mingled with the poet’s thought
 Of travelling through the world that lay
 Before me in my endless way.28
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Caption 21
On 2nd May 1689, the thirty-sixth day of his peripatetic journey 
from Edo, Basho¯ walked into Shinobu, a village near Fukushima, to 
visit the famous rock which was believed to have been used to dye 
a kind of cloth known as shinobu mojizuri. Shinobu mojizuri had been 
adopted by ancient poets as one of utamakura, place names famed 
and rhetorically used in classical poems, but Basho¯ found the rock 
itself half buried in the ground. His journey to the deep north of 
Japan was a personal pilgrimage to such neglected literary topoi. The 
village name of Shinobu is said to have been derived from a fern 
called shinobuso, but since it is phonetically identical with the verb 
shinobu, meaning ‘harbouring secret love or yearning for the past’, 
it had been used in classical poems to imply ‘mental distraction by 
secret love or enchanted recollection’ when combined with mojizuri 
denoting ‘twisted patterns’. Based on such artistic sentiments, Basho¯ 
composed a piece of haiku on seeing girls planting rice seedlings in 
the paddy field:  
 The busy hands 
Of rice-planting girls
Reminiscent somehow
Of the old dyeing technique.1 
The swinging movements of the girls’ hands evoked the traditional 
mojizuri artisan skills in Basho¯’s mind, but his imagination also 
flashed back to the ancient days when people expressed their secret 
love in verse. The topos of shinobu mojizuri encapsulates and conjures 
up such layers of sentiments. 
This is almost a haiku version of Wordsworth’s ‘The Solitary Reaper’, 
composed after his 1803 tour to Scotland. The singing voice of a 
‘solitary Highland Lass’ (2) while cutting and binding the grain 
prompted the poet to envisage ‘old, unhappy, far-off things, / And 
battles long ago’, then to think of ‘more humble’ matters of today and 
future (19–20, 21).2 Wordsworth’s journey was similar to Basho¯’s 
foot journey to the north: it was a process of visiting, imagining and 
recollecting the immortal voice of the past.3 Six days after leaving 
Shinobu, Basho¯ was enthralled by discovering what he believed to 
be a stone monument called Tsubo no ishifumi on the ancient site of 
Taga Castle. It was erected during the reign of Emperor Sho¯mu (CE 
724–49) to commemorate the now vanished fortress built in CE 
724 and had been celebrated by classical poets as a metaphor for 
‘something too far or hard to discover’. The inscribed letters were 
still visible, though covered with thick moss. Basho¯ rejoiced that it 
TWO RECOLLECTIVE JOURNEYS TO THE NORTH: 
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survived a thousand years as ‘the living memory of the ancients’ in 
‘this ever-changing world where mountains crumble, rivers change 
their courses, roads are deserted, rocks are buried’.4 Standing by 
the monument, Basho¯ reassessed and confirmed his own poetical 
identity within history. His journey was a kind of literary tourism 
filled with such ‘spots of time’—moments of self-examination upon 
encountering the sites of literary and collective memories. 
Just as with Wordsworth, the habit of ‘wandering’ constituted the 
crucial part of Basho¯’s career. Before he followed the footsteps of 
the twelfth-century itinerant poet Saigyo in the deep north, he had 
made three long foot journeys to the middle regions of Japan and 
published travelogues about each. We can find in them beautiful 
harmony between his poetic consciousness and nature. His scenic 
descriptions are as picturesque, inspirational and self-reflective as 
Wordsworth’s lines in Descriptive Sketches and The Prelude. We can 
see Basho¯ striving to establish a new poetics then. All his efforts 
bore fruit in his last travelogue The Narrow Road to the Deep North, 
published posthumously in 1702, which ingeniously unified plain, 
yet highly aestheticized poems combined with unpretentious prose 
narratives. ‘Days and months are travellers of eternity’, he wrote at 
the very start of the journey (97). With such a sense of mutability, 
he could clearly discern what remained unchanged in the current 
of time: places of literary fame repeatedly celebrated by poets from 
ancient times and the sites of collective memories. By composing 
poems at each site, he remembered the dead as genii loci and aspired 
to immortalize their histories in a modern poetical language. 
Travelling is more often a self-reflective journey to the past in 
Wordsworth’s poems, but his poems on his Scottish tours are 
comparable to Basho¯’s journey to the north. They recounted his 
pilgrimages to literary and historic sites, such as the graves of 
Burns and Rob Roy, Fingal’s cave and ruined castles. Just as Basho¯ 
confirmed his own poetical identity at Tsubo no ishifumi, Wordsworth 
was reassured of his own career when he visited Burns’s grave in 
1803, who taught him ‘How Verse may build a princely throne / 
On humble truth’ (‘At the Grave of Burns’, 35–36).5 Though 
disappointed by the real scenery of the renowned Yarrow in his 
1814 trip, ‘Yarrow Revisited’ composed on his second visit in 1831 
is imbued with the sense of time and history. ‘Though we were 
changed and changing’, the meandering river united ‘Past, present, 
future, all … / In harmony’ (36, 29–30).6 It indicates the way in 
which the picturesque scenery of the river resurrects memories 
of the dead and the living for the future, ‘[l]ike guests that meet, 
and some from far, / By cordial love invited’ (31–32). The sense of 
mutability more distinctly emerges at the ruin of Kilchurn Castle, 
which is ‘softened and subdued / And quieted’ by ‘the memorial 
Majesty of Time’ (‘Address to Kilchurn Castle, Upon Loch Awe’, 
41–42, 21).7 Wordsworth also ascertained the collective identity of 
Scottish people by remembering their heroes, at the grave of Rob 
Roy in 1803, at Bothwell Castle, and at the Earl of Breadbane’s 
ruined mansion and family tomb in 1831. His other poems—‘The 
Ruined Cottage’, for instance—are also concerned with vicissitudes 
of human life and nature, but poems on his Scottish tours are more 
seriously engaged in locating and renewing collective memories 
buried in graves and ruins, just as Basho¯’s poems are. We can hear 
such a Wordsworthian voice in Basho¯’s haiku composed for Lord 
Yoshitsune and his men, who encountered their tragic deaths in 
1189 at Hiraizumi:
 A thicket of summer grass
 Is all that remains 
 Of the dreams and ambitions
 Of ancient warriors.8 
The poem represents another ‘spot of time’, where dead heroes were 
reassessed and commemorated against the flow of time. 
Very curiously, all these poetical recollections by the two poets are 
constructed by certain fictional manipulations and creative infusions. 
Just as Wordsworth recast and altered circumstances during his 
composition, Basho¯ often changed the chronological order of his 
journey to enhance the artistic effects of his poems. His meandering 
handwritings on the manuscripts, occasionally patched up with 
revised sheets, suggest not only his rambling journey of literary 
commemorations, but also a reconstructed process of recollection 
and self-examination as a poet inspired by the vicissitudes of nature 
and by living in the flow of time and life.9
Notes
1. Matsuo Basho¯, The Narrow Road to the Deep North and Other Travel Sketches, trans. 
N. Yuasa,  London: Penguin, 1996, p.108.
2. William Wordsworth, Poems, in Two Volumes, and Other Poems, 1800–1807 , ed. Jared 
Curtis, Ithaca, NY: Cornell University Press, 1983, pp.184–185.
3. The only study that compares Basho¯ and Wordsworth is John Elder, Imagining 
the Earth: Poetry and the Vision of Nature, 1985; 2nd edition, Athens, GA: University 
of Georgia Press, 1996. Elder argues that ‘the process of walking serves as a poetic 
vehicle for [the] unification’ of the self and nature, and of past and present both in 
The Narrow Road to the Deep North and in The Prelude (p.107). But “past” is more 
closely connected to collective memories than to personal ones in their journeys to 
the north.
4. Basho¯, p.113.
5. William Wordsworth, Last Poems, 1821-1850, ed. Jared Curtis, Ithaca, NY: Cornell 
University Press, 1999, p.308.
6. William Wordsworth, Sonnet Series and Itinerary Poems, 1820-1845, ed. Geoffrey 
Jackson, Ithaca, NY: Cornell University Press, 2004, p.491.
7. William Wordsworth, The Poems of William Wordsworth: Collected Reading Texts from 
the Cornell Wordsworth Series, ed. Jared Curtis, 3 vols. Penrith: Humanities-Ebooks, 
2009 3, p.605.
[ 52 ] [ 53 ]
8. Basho¯, p.118.
9. There exist a few different versions of manuscripts for The Narrow Road to the Deep 
North. The Yaba version (or the Nakao version) is believed to have been written by 
Basho¯’s own hand. It is patched up with around eighty sheets of papers for revisions. 
The manuscript remained unknown until the end of the last century, but now its 
photographic reproductions are printed in Ueno Yo¯zo¯ and Sakurai Takejiro¯ (eds.), 
Basho¯ Jihitsu Oku no hosomichi, Tokyo: Iwanami shoten, 1997. See especially pp.23–24, 
30–31.
Biographical Note
Kaz Oishi is Associate Professor in the Department of Language and Information 
Sciences, University of Tokyo. He graduated from the University of Tokyo and received 
his MPhil and DPhil from the University of Oxford. After his research fellowship 
with the Japan Society of Promotion of Science, he taught at the Open University 
of Japan and Nagoya University. His publications include Coleridge, Romanticism, 
and the Orient: Cultural Negotiations, co-edited with David Vallins and Seamus Perry 
(2013), POETICA, vol.76, Special Issue: ‘Cross-Cultural Negotiations: Romanticism, 
Mobility and the Orient’ (co-edited with Felicity James, 2011), ‘An Ideological Map 
of (Mis)reading: William Blake and Yanagi Muneyoshi in Early-Twentieth-Century 
Japan’ in Steve Clark and Masashi Suzuki (eds.), The Reception of Blake in the Orient 
(2006) and various essays on English Romanticism.
Caption 22
It may seem perverse to compare the sophisticated calligraphy 
of the Japanese poet Matsuo Basho¯ with the tight and restricted 
handwriting of the British Romantic poet William Wordsworth. 
Yet the comparison is revealing, not simply of the role writing has 
played in two contrasting cultures but in highlighting a significant 
moment in the history of writing in Europe. During Wordsworth’s 
lifetime a shift occurred in the way handwriting was perceived;, no 
longer viewed as a marker of class, gender or occupation, it became 
understood as a reflection of character and incident. Ultimately 
this insight led to the incorporation of graphic mark-making within 
strands of twentieth century art, the rebirth of calligraphy as an 
art form in the west and an understanding of western writing that 
brought it closer to the East Asian tradition. 
But how to convey these two worlds in a brief space? One must 
write poetically and allow objects to speak for context.
Two writing tables. Basho¯’s is low, made for writing whilst seated on 
the floor. Writing materials are laid across its surface. An ink stone, 
cool to the touch, drops of water gathered in a pool on its dark 
surface, will be used to grind the black ink stick lying next to it. The 
stick is lightly perfumed, made from carbon particles, compacted 
smoke, the essence of a flame. Nearby lies Basho¯’s brush. His father, 
a member of the samurai class, who supplemented his income by 
giving calligraphy lessons, had taught him how to use this tool. 
Then, in the court of his young Lord and friend Todo Yoshitada, he 
first employed it for his own poetry. 
After Yoshitada’s unexpected death at twenty-five Basho undertook 
the pilgrimage to the mountain shrine of Koyasan to entomb a 
symbolic lock of Yoshitada’s hair. Among the tumbled rocks, mists 
and tall cedar trees he came under the influence of the long-dead 
patron of the shrine Kukai or Kobo-Daishi (774–835), the founder 
of an esoteric tradition of Buddhism. Kukai was a calligrapher whose 
influence can be traced in Basho¯’s early work. Over time Basho¯’s 
style changed reflecting developments in his poetic understanding,1 
he moved towards dry simplicity. He used his calligraphy not only 
on the solitary road to record his travels but to make inscriptions as 
presents to friends, patrons and the students who gathered round 
him. His was an easeful connection to writing.
HANDWRITING AND SCRIPT—
AN EMBEDDED AND EMBODIED RELATIONSHIP TO PLACE AND SOCIETY
EWAN CLAYTON
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The symbols Basho¯ traced went back to distant origins in ceremonies 
of divination held in late Shang China. The cracks in the bones of 
ritual burnt offerings were read as signs of emerging forces at work 
in the Universe. Over the generations soothsayers had come to read 
the shape of these ‘answers’ in predictable ways. From the start, 
characters in East Asian writing systems were likened to symbols of 
nascent realities. From the first-century CE onwards writing in China 
had been recognized as an expressive medium and by the eighth 
century a critical literature around its aesthetics had developed.
On Wordsworth’s writing desk lay a writing set, two ornamental 
glass inkwells on a brass tray to hold quill pens.2 The shiny nature 
of the glass and moulded brass contrasted with the pens that lay 
there. The pens were fashioned from the flight feathers of a goose. 
They must be cut and split by hand and constantly kept in trim 
if they were to write. Untrimmed, they scratched, flooded and 
spluttered on the surface of the papers and notebooks Wordsworth 
used. Wordsworth shows some connoisseurship in the notebooks he 
selected, red morocco bound or notebooks bought in Calais covered 
in blue paper. But the pens are ill-favoured; the ink, thin and bitter, 
made from iron salts and tannic acid, over time would fade from 
black to grey, to brown. But in this Wordsworth was not untypical of 
his time; connoisseurship around writing itself was rare.
Yet by the time Wordsworth was eight years old, south, across the 
channel, towards the Alps (a route Wordsworth would walk years 
later) the Swiss cleric Johann Caspar Lavater (1741–1801) had 
published his widely read Physiognomic Fragments,3 (1775–8). In the 
second edition he added a chapter on ‘Character in Handwriting’; 
Goethe wrote the introduction. Lavater captured something in the 
zeitgeist when he wrote it was ‘highly probable that each of us has his 
own handwriting, individual and inimitable … is it possible, that 
this incontestable diversity of writing should not be founded on the 
real difference of moral character?’ 4 
By now printing had spread to provincial towns across Europe. It was 
familiarity with the uniformities of print that meant handwriting, by 
contrast, was now recognized as carrying an individual stamp.5 By 
the century’s end, when Wordsworth was thirty years old, writing 
had been reconceived as emanating from the natural force and energy 
of an individual, autographs were soon collected6 and Lavater’s work 
developed into an articulate awareness of character in handwriting. 
The foundation of the study of graphology had been laid.7
Wordsworth himself may never have known of this work but, ever a 
bell-weather for developments in the world of the imagination and 
feeling, by the age of seventeen he had developed a psychosomatic 
relationship to his script and writing instruments—perhaps the first 
such case to be documented. In his own obscure imaginings, writing 
clearly carried a projection of psychological content. When his 
poetic imagination became engaged, Wordsworth’s hand wrestled to 
express itself, his muscles became bound and pain infused the left 
side of his body, around his heart. ‘I should have written five times 
as much as I have done but that I am prevented by an uneasiness 
at my side and with a dull pain about my heart—I have used the 
word pain, but uneasiness and heat are words which more accurately 
describe my feeling. At all events it renders writing unpleasant.’8 
(from Wordsworth to Coleridge, Goslar: December 1798). This 
ailment remained with him for the rest of his life.
There is no physical reason, in a right-handed writer, for the left 
side of the body to become stressed. This is an affliction of feeling. 
Wordsworth’s pain calls attention, both personally and to his times 
at large, to a disjuncture and to new possibilities for connection 
between hand and heart. Such experiences mark an important 
turn in the story of western writing: a clear call to authenticity in 
the activity of writing itself, not simply in letter shape.9 Here is a 
potential point for breakthrough into the first western calligraphy 
of the heart, but one, alas, that it would take several generations to 
cycle through.
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und Menschenliebe, Leipzig: 1775–1778.
4. Johann Caspar Lavater, Essays on Physiognomy, trans. C. Moore, London: W. Locke, 
1797, Vol. 4, p.200.
5. The first time that individual differences in handwriting are acknowledged in a 
legal context as evidence in Britain is in the writings of the English jurist Geoffrey 
Gilbert in 1726; see Tamara Plakins Thornton, Handwriting in America, New Haven, 
CT: Yale University Press, 1996, p.35. 
6. One of the earliest signs of a growing interest in autographs was the publication of 
British Autography, a collection of the Facsimiles of Royal and Illustrious Personages with their 
Authentic Portraits in 1788 by John Thane. Thane showed the portraits of 269 persons 
above examples of their handwriting and signatures, as if this too constituted another 
aspect of portraiture.
7. When Lavater’s work was translated into French in 1806 by Dr Jacques-Louis 
Moreau, Moreau expanded the section on handwriting. From an English author, John 
Holt Schooling, Handwriting and Expression, London: Kegan Paul, Trench, Trübner 
& Co., 1892, p.6, we gather ‘from M. Moreau’s observations that graphology was 
seriously practiced by a few men, starting from the year 1806’.
8. William Wordsworth, The Letters of William and Dorothy Wordsworth: The Early 
Years, 1787–1805, ed. Ernest de Selincourt, rev. Chester L. Shaver, Oxford: Oxford 
University Press, 1967, p.236.
9. For a wider discussion of the imaginative symbolism of the heart, see James 
Hillman, The Thought of the Heart, Ascona: Eranos, 1979.
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Biographical Note
Ewan Clayton is Professor of Design at the University of Sunderland where he 
collaborates with. Manny Ling in running the University’s International Research 
Centre for Calligraphy. Ewan has his own calligraphy workshop in Brighton, Sussex 
and grew up close by the village of Ditchling, where he, and three generations of 
his family, worked in a craft Guild established by Eric Gill. For a number of years 
Ewan worked as a consultant to Xerox’s Palo Alto Research Center (PARC) where 
he researched the use of documents in shaping the patterns of our lives. In 2013 his 
book The Golden Thread, a history of writing, was published by Atlantic Books. He has 
taught and exhibited work widely in Southern and Central Asia, Africa, Europe and 
North America. www.ewanclayton.co.uk.
Caption 19
This year marks the 370th anniversary of Basho¯’s birth and 320th 
commemoration of his death. In a year of such great significance, it is 
a great pleasure to encounter such a creative and thought-provoking 
exhibition informed by a comparative cultural perspective at the 
Wordsworth Museum in England’s beautiful Lake District.
1. Basho¯
What does travel mean to literature and art?
The famous Japanese wandering poet Matsuo Basho¯ respected the 
Chinese traveling poet Tu Fu, and admired the Japanese itinerant 
bard Saigyo¯. The medieval Japanese author Kenko¯ writes in his 
collection of essays Tsurezuregusa (Essays in Idleness):
Izuku nimo are, shibashi tabidachitaru koso, me samuru kokochi sure. 
No matter what the destination, the act of setting out on 
even a short journey inspires reawakening.
(Episode 15)
Kenko¯’s comment is that, wherever the destination, time spent 
travelling brings a refreshing feeling of new insight. The experience 
of travel gives us a chance to get away from our day-to-day lives 
and restore our sensitivity of perception. Indeed, everything we 
encounter on a trip can seem like an illumination.
This is how Basho¯ writes of travel:
To¯kaido¯ no hitosuji mo shiranu hito, fu¯ga ni obotsukanashi, tomo ieri 
“Those who do not know of the To¯kaido¯ have no 
understanding of fu¯ga (artistic expression),” he also said.
Doho¯, Sanzo¯shi (Three notebooks) 
This is a famous passage where Basho¯ tells his disciple that unless 
you have experience of the To¯kaido¯, you cannot follow the Path of 
haikai, the historical form of haiku. He says that if you aim to create 
haikai, you must at least travel on the To¯kaido¯, the most important 
of the Five Great Routes of Edo-period Japan, a remark that attests to 
the great importance he put on the experience of travel for the artist.
WANDERER POETS EAST AND WEST: 
FROM WORDSWORTH AND BASHO¯ TO NEW CREATION 
SHO¯KO AZUMA
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Basho¯ made five trips while he was in his forties, and these resulted 
in his five travel journals. These journeys he undertook—traipsing 
over the unpaved roads of early modern Japan period on foot, or 
travelling by palanquin or on horseback—must have involved great 
hardship. Nozarashi kiko¯ (Record of a weatherbeaten skeleton), 
Kashima mo¯de (Pilgrimage to Kashima), Oi no kobumi (Rucksack 
notebook), Sarashina kiko¯ (Sarashina travel journal), Oku no hosomichi 
(Narrow road to the interior) …: Basho¯’s health was seriously 
affected by the many days he spent on the road between the ages 
forty and forty five. When he died at the age of fifty in Osaka, he 
was travelling to Kyu¯shu¯  and Shikoku on the journey that was to 
be his last.
Nature’s Mutability is the Origin of Art
Elsewhere among the teachings that Basho¯ shared with his disciples 
we read:
 Shi no iwaku, “Kenkon no hen wa fu¯ga no tane nari” to ieri.
 The Master said, “The changing nature of the world is the  
 seed of fu¯ga (artistic expression).
 Doho¯, Sanzo¯shi
The ‘master’ here is Basho¯, saying that all the transformations of 
the natural world serve as the basis of haiku. ‘Fu¯ga’ may refer either 
to art in a broad sense, or to haikai in particular. He also said that 
amid the climate of Japan, with its four seasons, you must closely 
observe the transformations of nature; and that as soon as you 
notice something, you must write of it before the spark of inspiration 
fades. Furthermore, Basho¯ consistently rejected the old, advising 
‘seek what is new’; he constantly strove to deepen originality. For 
him, travel offered the chance to make new discoveries by walking 
between heaven and earth.
2. Wordsworth
Natsume So¯seki’s Theory in “English Poets’ Ideas on 
Natural Scenery”
Wordsworth is one of the greatest nature poets, an exemplar of 
nineteenth century Romanticism. In his essay ‘English Poets’ Ideas on 
Natural Scenery’, Natsume So¯seki,, the renowned modern Japanese 
writer and English literary scholar, explains the naturalism of 
Wordsworth as something that arises from ‘wisdom’ and ‘philosophical 
insight’, maintaining that he is ‘the master of the masters, who 
integrates with myriad changes and subsumes the universe without 
insufficiency. That is the naturalism of Wordsworth.’
Wordsworth and Bash¯o
Basho¯ (1644–1694) lived in the early Edo period; the life of 
Wordsworth (1770–1850) belongs to the latter part of the same 
era. Both were poets that spoke to their respective nations, both 
were poets who interacted closely with nature. Both loved travel, 
and used it as background of their philosophical theories. Both lost 
their fathers at around the age of thirteen. A difference between 
them is that while Wordsworth got married and had a family, 
Basho¯ remained single, though he associated closely with a network 
of disciples. Anyhow, one is the Eastern poet in the seventeenth 
century, and the other is the Western poet of the late eighteenth to 
early nineteenth century.
3. Two Daffodil Poems
Wordsworth’s ‘Daffodils’ is a deeply affecting masterpiece; Basho¯ 
also composed verses on the topic of this flower.
‘Daffodils’ 
William Wordsworth
I wandered lonely as a Cloud 
That floats on high o’er vales and Hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden Daffodils; 
Beside the Lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.
Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Caption 20
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.
…
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the Daffodils.
 …
suisen ya shiroki shoji no tomo utsuri
narcissus in a vase,
sliding paper door behind—
reflect whiteness of each other
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Because suisen (narcissus) is a kigo (season word) for winter, Japanese 
daffodils convey an image of whiteness and cleanliness. It is different 
from that of Western yellow daffodils. Also, as the pronunciation 
of the flower’s name is derived from the Chinese reading of the 
characters used to write it, daffodils were never featured in waka, 
31-syllable courtly verse. The first time daffodils appear in poetry 
was in Edo-period haikai. Basho¯ was drawn to the beauty of 
whiteness, and therefore composed exquisite haiku on this theme. 
We also can find daffodils in ukiyo-e (coloured woodblock prints), 
in which the flower is depicted inside a room or by the water. Aside 
from this, other themes common to both Wordsworth and Basho¯ are 
the cuckoo, the butterfly and the daisy.
4. Toward a New Challenge
Walking and Creation/Re-creation from Handwritten Manuscripts
The concepts of this exhibition are quite unprecedented. In the 
first place, a consideration of what the act of walking affords to 
poets, writers and artists is a theme that is extremely simple yet 
fundamental to humanity. I am sure that it will lead to the opening 
of new perspectives. In the second place is the idea of the entirely 
new creative work we attempt in response to our reception of 
Caption 21
writers’ own handwritten manuscripts. This seems to me quite an 
interesting practice, as long as the manuscripts to which we refer 
are those inscribed in the poets’ own handwriting, even in facsimile 
form. At all events these two themes are a promising indication of 
the emergence of creative readers in our own time.
Finally, I would like to mention the fact that International Haiku 
has proliferated greatly in this age of globalization, and that large 
numbers of people write haiku in their own languages in as many as 
fifty countries around the world. Here in Britain, the British Haiku 
Society engages in wonderful activities, many of which I have heard 
about from its former president, David Cobb. Haiku is the shortest 
poetic form in the world, one that has fascinated poets all over the 
world by its “instants of beauty.”
I would like to express my gratitude and good wishes for the future 
to the Wordsworth Museum for this innovative exhibition in 
collaboration with the work of Basho¯. Also, please let me invite the 
visitors of this exhibition to come one day to the Basho¯ Memorial 
Museums in Japan (one in Ko¯to¯-ku, Tokyo and the other in the city of 
Iga in Mie Prefecture) and as well as other archives related to Basho¯. 
I wish to express my profound esteem to all the people who have 
participated in this effort to bring together Wordsworth and Basho¯. 
Last of all, I hope that all of you will enjoy this new creation, and 
experience the freedom of imagination this exhibition represents.
Biographical Note
Shoko¯ Azuma is a professor at Jumonji University, Japan. She graduated with a degree 
in Japanese literature from Japan Women’s University and obtained a doctorate in 
comparative cultural studies from Ochanomizu University. She specialises in early 
modern Japanese literature and has written widely on Basho¯’s poetry. Her study of 
his use of seasonal language published by Meiji Shoin in 2003 was awarded the 
Yamamoto Kenichi Literature Prize. She has undertaken comparative research on the 
representation of journeys in eastern and western literature, taking The Narrow Road 
to the Deep North as a case study.
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Image of crow hiku
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WORDSWORTH AND BASHO¯: 
WALKING POETS
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KEN COCKBURN
While yet we may, 2014, book, 130 x 180 mm.
‘While yet we may’, box with cards, 100 x 90 x 33 mm, edition of 5
Ken Cockburn works as a freelance writer, translator, editor and 
writing tutor, based in Edinburgh. He has always been interested in 
haiku and like many previous practitioners of the form, his practice 
often involves collaborators and other art forms, as in his project 
with Alec Finlay, The Road North, a Scottish version of Basho¯’s 17th-
century journey in northern Japan.
Cockburn’s new work for this show is deceptively simple in its modes 
of collaborative composition, bringing together the words of poets 
separated geographically and historically, yet linked here through 
poetic reassociation. 
The book of verse and box of cards which comprise ‘While yet we 
may’ are both composed of seventeen words from Basho¯’s Oku no 
hosomichi (The Narrow Road to the Deep North) and fifty one extracts 
from The Prelude, The Recluse and ‘Lines Composed a Few Miles 
Above Tintern Abbey’ by William Wordsworth. 
The idea for ‘While yet we may’ 
came from a ‘variable construction’ 
by the poet Gael Turnbull (1928–
2004), which consisted of two 
sets of cards; one of twenty eight 
cards, each featuring a noun, the 
other of 112 cards, each featuring 
a qualifying phrase. As Turnbull explained, ‘any one of the one 
hundred and twelve phrases may relate to any of the twenty-eight 
nouns’. Of a published version in which each phrase was paired 
with a noun he wrote, ‘this version is no less final than any other’. 
The same applies to the versions of ‘While yet we may’ printed and 
exhibited here.
With thanks to Luke Allan, Alec Finlay, Lorna Irvine, Lila Matsumoto 
and Angus Reid.
Ken Cockburn caption 1 Ken Cockburn Caption 2 Ken Cockburn Caption 3
Photo of his installation
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hayabusa
            sweeping falcon
trackless hills by mists bewildered
はやぶさ
yume
            dream
these gleams of past existence
夢
tanzaku
            a poem





            stillness
nor should this, perchance, pass unrecorded
hototogisu
            cuckoo




            the pine
rooted now so deeply in my mind
松





            summer mountain
at my feet the ground appeared to brighten
夏山
hototogisu
            cuckoo
an index of delight
ほととぎす
matsu
            the pine
a breath of fragrance
松 酒
sekifu
            a single wild duck 
I must tread on shadowy ground
隻鳧
shizukasa
            stillness
to the brim my heart was full
閑かさ
natsuyama
            summer mountain
breath and everlasting motion
夏山
Ken Cockburn Caption 7Ken Cockburn Caption 6
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Ken Cockburn 
While yet we may, 2014, 
Book
Box with cards, edition of 5
Ken Cockburn’s work brings together the words of poets separated geographically 
and historically, yet linked here through poetic re-association. 
The book of verse and box of cards which comprise While yet we may are both 
composed of 17 words from Basho¯’s Oku no hosomichi (The Narrow Road to the Deep 
North) and 51 extracts from The Prelude, The Recluse and ‘Lines Written a Few Miles 
Above Tintern Abbey’ by William Wordsworth (a copy of the first edition of this 
poem can be seen in the adjacent display case) 
The idea for While yet we may came from a ‘variable construction’ by the poet Gael 
Turnbull (1928–2004), which consisted of two sets of cards; one of 28 cards, each 
featuring a noun, the other of 112 cards, each featuring a qualifying phrase. As Turn-
bull explained, “any one of the one hundred and twelve phrases may relate to any of 
the twenty-eight nouns”. Of a published version in which each phrase was paired with 
a noun he wrote, “this version is no less final than any other”. The same applies to the 
versions of While yet we may printed and exhibited here.




Fair copy in the hand of Dorothy Wordsworth
(Open to show Book II, 381–387)
Dawn over the Coniston Fells
Photography by David Unsworth
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MIKE COLLIER
The Texture of Thought: Fairfield (From Dorothy Wordsworth’s 
Journal entry, 23rd & 24th October 1801)
Unison Pastel onto Digital Print (x3); 2014
35 x 65 cm
The Texture of Thought: Helvellyn (From Dorothy Wordsworth’s 
Journal entry, 25th October 1801)
Unison Pastel onto Digital Print (x3); 2014
35 x 65 cm
Mike Collier‘s work often relates directly to walks he has undertaken 
‘in the footsteps’ of others, including Basho¯ and Wordsworth. He has 
walked many of the same Lake District routes described by Dorothy 
in her journals and walking as such is both inspiration and subject 
matter for a creative practice in which he explores the relationship 
between artwork and the phenomenological apprehension of specific 
localities.
In the pieces included 
here, Collier colours 
directly with hand-
made Unison pastels 
over scanned extracts 
from Dorothy’s 1801 
Grasmere Journal in 
which she describes 
favourite walks made or attempted. Fascinatingly fragile objects, 
Dorothy’s journals bear the physical imprint of their maker, the 
handwriting both expressive and much laboured over. Often 
obscured by scoring through and reworking, the legibility of the 
journals is difficult for contemporary readers more used to words 
and letters on a screen or on a printed page. Collier’s painterly marks 
add yet another layer of visual intrigue as he responds directly to the 
content of the journal entries with intuitive colour notations of his 
own, made quickly in the studio. 
In this creative reworking, Collier has deliberately selected journal 
entries that describe favourite routes Dorothy followed—and ones he 
has walked a number of times: an ascent of Fairfield foiled by weather, 
followed two days later by a walk ‘upon Helvellyn, glorious, glorious 
sights’. In the two pieces exhibited here, Collier’s interventions draw 
attention once more to her words and imaginative reveries, to her 
characteristically fresh powers of natural description.
Dorothy Wordsworth
Grasmere Journal 
Entry for 24 and 25 October 1801
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Coniston—a grand stormy day—
drank tea at home.
   Friday 23rd. A sweet delightful 
morning. I planted all sorts of 
plants, Tom helped me. He & W 
then rode to Hawkshead. I baked 
bread and pies. Tom brought me 2 
shrubs from Mr Curwen’s nursery.
   Saturday 24th. Attempted 
Fairfield but misty & we went no 
further than Green Head Gill to 
the sheepfold —mild misty 
beautiful soft. Wm and Tom put 
out the Boat brought the coat from 
Mr Luff ’s. Mr Simpson came in at 
dinner-time—drank tea with us & 
played at cards.
Mike Collier Caption 3
Sunday 25th. Rode to 
Legberthwaite with Tom—
expecting Mary—sweet day—
went upon Helvellyn, glorious 
glorious sights—The sea at 
Cartmel—The Scotch mountains 
beyond the sea to the right—
Whiteside large & round & very 
soft & green behind us. Mists 
above & below & close to us, 
with the Sun amongst them—
they shot down to the coves. Left 
John Stanley’s at 10 minutes 
past 12 returned thither ¼ past 
4—drank tea ate heartily—before 
we went on Helvellyn we got 
bread and cheese— paid 4/- for 
the whole—reached home at 9 o 
clock
Mike Collier Caption 4
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Ewan Clayton (Calligraphy) with 
Nao Sakamoto (Dyed Paper). 
‘Infinite Imagination: two poets at night, the moon on Mount 
Snowdon; the Milky Way over Sado Island’, 2014. 
Natural Indigo dye on Kozo fibre paper with sumi, gold and silver leaf.
180 cm x 66 cm.
The collaboration between UK-based calligrapher Ewan Clayton and 
Japanese paper artist Nao Sakamoto has resulted in a beautifully 
evocative installation in which the poetic visions of Wordsworth and 
Basho are reimagined in echoing layers. 
Akin to a hanging scroll and written on both sides, the scale 
here is intimate yet expansive, the writing visible yet obscured. 
‘Infinite Imagination’ speaks to the fragile materiality of Basho¯ and 
Wordsworth’s poetry: to the deceptively simple calligraphy of the 
former as much as the cramped, overlaid scripts of the latter. In their 
process of writing Wordsworth’s and Basho¯’s words anew, Clayton 
and Sakamoto draw attention to the aesthetics and physicality of 
the written word. 
Often used in the process of manuscript conservation, Sakamoto’s 
delicate Kozo paper has been coloured with an indigo dye so that 
it is almost opaque at the top and more transparent at the bottom, 
becoming in turn the base for Clayton’s calligraphic overlay. In this, 
the almost unrestricted space of the paper becomes a challenge 
for calligraphic exploration. There is certain vulnerability in such 
a collaborative process, a vulnerability that is as much material as 
ethical, aesthetic as well as philosophical. 
Clayton and Sakamoto are equally fascinated by the speculative 
thought that underpins the writing of Basho¯ and Wordsworth. The 
poems selected here imagine moments of moonlit immensity and the 
infinite ecstasies of the natural world (the famous ascent of Snowdon 
from Wordsworth’s Prelude on one side, with Basho¯’s envisaging of the 
Milky Way stretching over Sado Island on the other).
Mike Collier Caption 1
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Ewan Clayton Caption 2 Ewan Clayton Caption 3
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ALEC FINLAY
‘word-mntn (Haguroyama)’, 2014, maple cubes, each 4 x 4 cm
‘word-mntn  (Ogura)’, 2014, maple cubes, each 4 x 4 cm
‘word-mntn (Schiehallion)’, 2014, maple cubes, each 4 x 4 cm
‘word-mntn (Sgùrr nan Gillean)’, 2014, maple cubes, each 4 x 4 cm
‘word-mntn  (Slioch)’, 2014, maple cubes, each 4 x 4 cm
‘word-mntn (Nikko)’, 2014, maple cubes, each 4 x 4 cm
Alec Finlay, a-ga: on mountains, 2014, book, 130 x 180 mm. 
Alec Finlay’s beautifully simple ‘word mntn’ are constructed from 
wood cubes that, on one level, we may associate with children’s 
building-blocks. Deceptively playful, the ‘word-mntn’ in fact mask 
complex layers of literary, artistic, personal and philosophical 
association. Like much of Finlay’s work, they are influenced by 
Basho’s pared back haiku and exemplify the artist’s typical concerns 
with human engagement in landscape.  Initially explored as drawings 
composed from the names of mountains visible on or from Skye, 
the sculptural ‘word mntn’ exhibited here are constructed from 
both Scottish and Japanese mountain names. They typify Finlay’s 
innovative approach to the experiential dimensions of his practice, 
inviting us as viewers to play imaginatively with the bricks, moving 
and constructing our own mountains from them.  
Working across various media, Finlay’s work is often collaborative, 
socially embedded or digitally shared and as such manifests his belief 
in the essentially collective nature of creativity.  ‘Word mntn’ extend 
his interest in our personal and collective senses of mountains, 
from the etymological roots of their naming through poetry and 
performative artistic investigation. His collected thoughts on 
mountain viewing, walking and non-walking appear in the newly 
published book a-ga: on mountains also exhibited here. 
Alec Finlay caption 1, 2, 3, 4 Alec Finlay caption 5
[ 84 ] [ 85 ]
Alec Finlay caption 6 and 7
selections from a-ga
the deer’s place : wilderness 
a-ga : Sanskrit, ‘mountain,
that which does not go’
the mountain is vulnerable :
with one hand
we may blot it out
hills are for daydreamers;
mountains demand vigilance




war on the lodges




Alec Finlay caption 8
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EIICHI KONO
‘Homage to Basho¯
37 x 140 cm
2014
Japanese brush writing on both sides of handmade kozo paper 
(reverse boustrophedon)
In this very personal ‘homage’, Eiichi Kono looks back to the culture 
of his youth by way of Basho¯. Having spent half of his adult life in 
Britain, this ‘return’ to Basho¯ is also a return to the language and 
script of his childhood. Performed through the very act of writing, in 
a gestural tribute that is both familiar and strange, Kono re-presents 
the entire narrative of Basho¯’s Oku no hosomichi (The Narrow Road to 
the Deep North) as a singular line progressing from one side of the 
paper to the other continuously. The structure, without typographic 
conventions of punctuation, creates what the artist has termed a 
‘texture of walking narrative’.
Having grown up with an awareness of Basho¯ as a major Japanese poet 
and familiar with the concise precision of haiku , Kono encountered 
a different Basho¯ while reading and then rewriting his great travel 
diary. In Kono’s words, Basho¯ was suddenly an unfamiliar thing in 
an unknown place and time, and so the act of writing the characters 
was enough in itself: 
‘The writing was arduous, sometimes tedious, sometimes 
exhilarating, demanding concentration, but regardless of physical 
discomfort, I was drawn back to the narrative time and again 
and compelled to continue to the end. As time went on, with the 
rhythm and sensation of the writing, through my minuscule effort 
I had a closer sense of Basho¯ on his journey and felt compassion 
for his intention.’
Eiichi Kono Caption 1
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Eiichi Kono Caption 2 Eiichi Kono Caption 3




The Wordsworth Trust has hosted a poet’s residency for almost 20 
years, offering a new writer each year an opportunity to live and 
work in a cottage in Town End, Grasmere, just around the corner 
from Dove Cottage, and be inspired by the literary landscape of 
Wordsworth. Zaffar Kunial is Poet in Residence for 2014 and has 
produced a new poem especially for the exhibition ‘Wordsworth and 
Basho¯—Walking Poets’.
Kunial’s ‘Placeholder’ finely encapsulates the exhibition’s theme 
of artistic legacy: the layered reverberations of previous and other 
poetic voices from printed page and manuscript. Wordsworth, 
Seamus Heaney and Kunial exchange a tapestry of words across the 
centuries, in a poem that is keenly visualized in both its printed and 
exhibited forms. 
In this, ‘Placeholder’ draws attention to the very material of words 
and the poetic labour that is involved in their crafting, Kunial’s 
‘scored’ space reminding us of the many effacements and rewordings 
in poetic composition, as we see/hear him dialogue with the words 
of others. The final line, ‘The slide in meaning suits this sliding 
place’, is a gentle answering back to Heaney, whose own words to 
Wordsworth frame Kunial’s own.
Similarly, the great manuscripts in the collection of the Wordsworth 
Trust, some of which are exhibited here, tell of this struggle for 
meaning and the slipperiness of such, as poets and readers alike 
meet with the fabric of text. Heaney himself acknowledged such 
richness in opening the Trust’s Jerwood Centre in 2005. 
Placeholder 
Not the bootless runners lying toppled
In dust in a display case,
Their bindings perished,
But the reel of them on frozen Windermere
As he flashed from the clutch of earth along its curve
And left it scored. 
—Seamus Heaney
Those old blades scratched the surface of Esthwaite 
and not Windermere, as Heaney had it,
tracing that scrape with a star in Wordsworth’s Skates.
That the star lay elsewhere sits about right— 
I like the mistake. The lake being astray
speaks of dark ice, like Wordsworth’s crossings-
out—in the line that lay at the heart of Heaney’s
poem in the first place:
                                     To cut across the ______
of a star. I’ve scored that space because shadow
first held sway. And wrongly, as light can’t cast
dark. Next up, the star’s image would land where
his skate passed. Then, the curt Latin, at last:
reflex. Fitting the foot. 
                                   And, beyond the grave,
that fixed word’s meaning would still change the script. 
Cold reflection gave ground to a quick nerve—       
till the star touched base, as the steel blade slipped
across that spot of ice—and scored deep space.
The slide in meaning fits this sliding place.
Reflex n. 1508, reflected light … from Latin reflexus ... The meaning 
of involuntary action in response to nerve cell stimulation is first recorded in 1877. 
—Chambers Dictionary of Etymology
I’ll never forget the almost religious thrill I got from seeing the notebook where Wordsworth scribbled the first 
lines of The Prelude, and seeing also the poet’s skate, still trim enough to cut across the reflex of a star.
—Seamus Heaney, speech on opening the Jerwood Centre, 2005
Zaffar Kunia Caption 1
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MANNY LING & CHRISTINE FLINT-SATO
‘Mountain Lines, Water Lines’ 
46 x106 cms (each, framed)
2014
Sumi ink on Japanese Wash paper
The meeting of East and West (Wordsworth and Basho¯) is epitomized 
in the new collaborative work of Manny Ling and Christine Flint-
Sato. Flint-Sato is a British sumi ink artist who lives in Japan while 
Ling, who is from Hong Kong and lives in Britain, also works across 
Western and Chinese calligraphic traditions.
Central to both calligraphic traditions is the creative repurposing 
and reinterpretation of existing texts. The combination of image and 
text is also common in East Asian artistic tradition: Basho¯ himself 
often made drawings to go with his poems and diaries. For this 
collaboration the artists draw on elements of both traditions.  Ling 
initially selected the Wordsworth verses that would form the basis of 
their joint reinterpretation.  Flint-Sato edited still further, to identify 
verses related to mountains, water and the liberating potential of 
nature: elements she could best visualize and express within the East 
Asian ink painting tradition. 
The resulting works manifest a rich layering of process and 
associations. Wordsworth’s verses are re-presented by Ling, written 
over Flint-Sato’s sumi ink painting on Japanese Wash paper. Ling’s 
experimental approach to calligraphy, the most traditional of arts, is 
seen in the lettering he uses, in the strokes and marks that visually 
echo the movements of plants and other natural elements. Flint-
Sato’s visualisation of mountains and water in turn is a personal 
reinterpretation of motifs characteristic in East Asian painting, 
prioritizing the more abstract elements of the artwork, the washes, 
lines and dots, that again simultaneously relate tradition and 
contemporary practice. In this process, the quintessential English 
poet is refigured through East Asian materials and calligraphic 
perspectives, as Japanese paper and inks are combined with a 
distinctly gestural process, one that embraces spontaneity, chance 
and accident.
Manny and Christine Caption 1 & 2 Manny and Christine Caption 3 & 4
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CHRISTOPHER MCHUGH
‘Flotsam and Jetsam (Portmanteau)’
2014 
porcelain, terracotta, soda glass, mixed media 
approx. 120 cm (H) x 60 cm (W) x 50 cm (D)
McHugh’s work responds to themes of memory and the ephemerality 
of the human condition in the work of both Basho¯ and Wordsworth. 
While Basho¯ often revisited ruins and other sites of communal 
memory in his poetry, Wordsworth was concerned that human 
endeavour—both monuments and works of literature—were at 
risk of destruction through catastrophe and would be outlasted by 
nature. Both poets were also interested in uncovering for posterity 
the marginalised histories of everyday folk (the flotsam and jetsam) 
they met on the road.
Similarly, throughout much of his ceramic work McHugh evokes 
potentially overlooked narratives and materialises that which 
otherwise might remain absent. ‘Flotsam and Jetsam (Portmanteau)’ 
is an installation piece consisting of hundreds of mainly slipcast and 
press-moulded ceramic components. By combining durable ceramic 
elements with an ephemeral, reworkable mode of presentation, 
the ‘scarred’ porcelain fragments in the installation occupy an 
ambivalent position somewhere between absence and presence, 
manifesting a sense of enduring loss and melancholia. Blades of 
grass made from soda glass grow through the ceramic assemblage, 
suggesting the endurance of nature over culture.
The installation title references Wordsworth’s portmanteau suitcase 
which is on display in Dove Cottage and alludes to Basho¯’s ‘The 
Records of a Travel-Worn Satchel’. A portmanteau is also a word 
formed through the combination of two or more other words, 
resulting in a new meaning. This piece synthesises something of the 
essence of both poets, repackaging their words into a new object 
with contemporary resonances. This piece is inspired by verses 68–
92 of Wordsworth’s The Ruined Cottage and a haiku written by Basho¯ 
when he visited the abandoned castle at Hiraizumi in 1689. 
Chris McHugh Caption 1
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NOBUYA MONTA
‘An Imaginary Dialogue’ 
Suite for viola and guitar
Total duration 19 minutes
In this suite of four new pieces specially composed for the 
exhibition, Nobuya Monta imagines what might have been if the 
two poets, Basho¯ and Wordsworth, had ever met: what kinds of 
Haiku would Basho¯ create in a visit to the Lake District, and how 
might Wordsworth have responded whilst walking through the 
mountains and valleys of Japan? This imaginary dialogue results in a 
new musical score that echoes with themes of journeying, wandering 
and longing. 
We may speculate further on the many relationships between music 
and poetry that underpin Monta’s work. Both Wordsworth and 
Basho¯ were attuned to the sounds of nature; the textual descriptions 
of landscapes in all Wordsworth’s poetry sing with noise, real and 
imagined, whilst the ‘sound of water’ in the ‘Old Pond’ is one of the 
most recognisable lines from all Basho’s haiku. In a more philosophical 
sense, Wordsworth’s poetry is suffused with metaphors of music and 
the ‘harmony of music’ is a leitmotif, as in Book 1 of The Prelude 
(1805) where he reflects on the nature of poetic inspiration, ‘The 
mind of man is framed even like the breath / And harmony of music’. 
(351–55). Such connections between music, poetry and aesthetics 
are of great importance to musician and composer Nobuya Monta, 
who has done much to promote new international directions in 
tonal music. Born in Osaka, Monta studied musical composition 
in both Japan and Europe and continues to perform with leading 
musicians internationally. 
Naboya Monta Caption 1
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INGE PANNEELS AND MINAKO SHIRAKURA
‘Wanderers of the Earth: the Milky Way Above’
2014
glass, paper
Dimension variable (glass map approxiamtely 20 x 20 mm, 
envelope 114 x162 mm, round cards between 40–50 mm diameter)
‘Wanderers of the Earth: Walk’
2014
glass
250 (H) x 750 (W) x 40 (D) mm
‘Wanderers of the Earth: the Milky Way Above’ is a collaboration 
between artists Inge Panneels and Minako Shirakura. Based 
respectively in the UK and Japan, their collaboration was made 
possible by contemporary communications technology (email and 
Skype) that can bring us closer together even when physically 
separated. 
Aptly, their new work is both a reflection on and a result of 
‘correspondence’ and is inspired in part by the poets’ original 
manuscripts and letters that have come down to us over the 
centuries. Panneels and Shirakura met at the National Glass Centre 
in Sunderland this spring to realise their vision. Taking initial 
inspiration from Basho¯ and Wordsworth’s poetic referencing of 
stars and constellations, they created tiny glass world maps as gifts 
for friends and acquaintances. Wrapped in Japanese paper, these 
maps were posted out into the world. The envelopes also contained 
a letter inviting recipients to return their own gift in the form of 
the word ‘star’ in their languages written on the enclosed Japanese 
paper card. These simple exchanged gifts, a world for a star, are part 
of the installation at Dove Cottage. Accompanying the installation 
is a glass panel titled ‘Wanderers of the Earth:Walk’, which bears 
Wordsworth and Basho¯’s poems referring to stars, in Panneels’ and 
Shirakura’s handwriting respectively. The panel’s colours suggest 
time change and spatial distance (East and West). The installation, 
in conjunction with the glass panel, is the artists’ attempt to visualise 
the universe, as a reference to the feelings of immensity and wonder 
both poets conveyed through their poetry. 
Inge caption 1
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ANDREW RICHARDSON
The ghostly language of ancient earth, 2014
Interactive map and digital prints
1280 x 720 screen pixels on a 23 inch monitor. 
Andrew Richardson’s work melds old and new modes of landscape 
representation: extracts from Wordsworth’s The Prelude are mapped 
onto a three-dimensional interactive map of the landscape of 
Grasmere and the surrounding area. The interactive screen version 
of the map allows viewers to explore the text-landscape, to view it 
from different angles and perspectives or even to follow a specific 
‘path’ of words. These word paths are directly linked to the shape 
of Wordsworth’s poetry, as the number and length of words in each 
verse line determines the path’s change of direction. In contrast 
to this interactive exploration, the accompanying digital prints are 
pauses, quiet hiatuses allowing us a more contemplative viewing 
experience. 
In re-presenting the contours of the landscape Wordsworth 
wrote about, Richardson returns the poet’s words literally and 
metaphorically to the topography that was so much a part of the 
poet’s life and work. In turn, Richardson allows us to explore the 
contours of this landscape through touch-screen. We are able to 
track our own path through the topographical lines of the map, 
whilst simultaneously following the poetic lines of Wordsworth’s 
most famous literary masterpiece. In so doing, our fingers take us for 
a walk both literally and imaginatively.  As such, Richardson offers 
a contemporary response to Wordsworth’s poetry of place in the 
context of our digitally connected, screen-based world.  Wordsworth’s 
words are digitally scattered on the earth, their legibility actively 
reformed through each user’s hands. 
Andrew caption 1
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123 cm x 128 cm
Go To The Pine
2014
Text on Paper
29.7 cm x 42 cm
Autumn Richardson produces work in a range of media that draws 
upon the natural landscape, with particular attention given to its 
ecology, and specifically botany. Basho¯’s poetry illuminated even 
the smallest details of his environment, with much of his writing 
referencing the plants and trees that surrounded him.
In ‘Go To The Pine’ the artist plots an imaginary line north, listing 
each of the plants referenced by Basho¯ during his final journey, as 
recorded in two translations: The Narrow Road to the Deep North and 
Backroads to Far Towns.
Before setting off on the journeys from which his poetry sprung, 
Basho¯ required hand-made coats, hats and shoes, all of which were 
made from the very plant life that inspired his writing.
‘I was living a forlorn life behind the door of my grass hut, feeling 
more and more lonely with every gust of autumn wind, so I ... took 
up the skill of the Bamboo-cutter … declaring myself “the old man 
who makes his own raincloak.”’
‘The Mulberry Coat’ is an artistic re-imagining of the garment 
that Basho¯ might have worn, made from untreated, unsized kozo 
(mulberry) paper, and sewn with cotton thread. By focussing on 
the paper clothing itself, Richardson emphasises the materiality 
of Basho¯’s writing process, and the value of paper as a form of 
protection, a means of recording his thoughts, and a direct form of 
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RICHARD SKELTON
‘I Know Not Where’
2014
Text on Paper
13 x 20 inches (x 2)
‘Still Glides the Stream’
2014
Text on Paper
13 x 20 inches (x 2)
Many of Dorothy Wordsworth’s entries from her Alfoxden journals 
start with the word ‘walked’, before departing, linguistically 
and geographically. Richard Skelton’s ‘I Know Not Where’ is 
a distillation of Dorothy’s texts, inviting the reader to wander 
through two hundred of her words, to find their own routes and, 
in so doing, to write their own topographical narratives. This work 
is accompanied by ten haiku-like fragments composed by the artist 
using the same process.
‘Still Glides the Stream’ takes an elliptical path through William 
Wordsworth’s ‘River Duddon’ sonnets, atomising the original texts 
by revealing their constituent elements and drawing attention to the 
presence of ancient ‘water-words’ within their composition. These 
words, in the Germanic and Celtic language families, would have 
been spoken in the British Isles long before Wordsworth’s time.
The new poem can be thought of as a series of eddies within a river’s 
main stream. The first part collates all thirty three original sonnets 
into a single text and erases each occurrence of a water-word. These 
gaps in the text, which in many cases render it meaningless, enact 
the process of language loss—the poem appears to decay before our 
eyes. Language, like a river, is fluid, ever changing, and ‘meaning’ 
itself is uncertain; it cannot be guaranteed in perpetuity.
The second part of the new poem is a negative image of the first, 
reclaiming the lost water-words and presenting them extant. In so 
doing it reimagines Wordsworth’s text as a landscape through which 
the River Duddon itself flows —eroding the softer sediment to reveal 









































































































































































































Not envying shades which haply yet may throw / A grateful coolness round that rocky spring, / Bandusia, once responsive to the string / Of the Horatian lyre with babbling flow; 
/ Careless of flowers that in perennial blow / Round the moist marge of Persian fountains cling; / Heedless of Alpine torrents thundering / Through icy portals radiant as heaven’s 
bow; / I seek the birth-place of a native Stream.— / All hail ye mountains, hail thou morning light! / Better to breathe upon this aëry height / Than pass in needless sleep from 
dream to dream; / Pure flow the verse, pure, vigorous, free, and bright, / For Duddon, long lov’d Duddon, is my theme! / Child of the clouds! remote from every taint / Of sordid 
industry thy lot is cast; / Thine are the honors of the lofty waste; / Not seldom, when with heat the valleys faint, / Thy hand-maid Frost with spangled tissue quaint / Thy cradle 
decks; — to chaunt thy birth, thou hast / No meaner Poet than the whistling Blast, / And Desolation is thy Patron-saint! / She guards thee, ruthless Power! who would not spare 
/ Those mighty forests, once the bison’s screen, / Where stalk’d the huge deer to his shaggy lair / Through paths and alleys roofed with sombre green, / Thousand of years before the 
silent air/ Was pierced by whizzing shaft of hunter keen! / How shall I paint thee? — Be this naked stone / My seat while I give way to such intent; / Pleased could my verse, a 
speaking monument, / Make to the eyes of men thy features known. / But as of all those tripping lambs not one / Outruns his fellows, so hath nature lent / To thy beginning nought 
that doth present / Peculiar grounds for hope to build upon. / To dignify the spot that gives thee birth, / No sign of hoar Antiquity’s esteem / Appears, and none of modern Fortune’s 
care; / Yet thou thyself hast round thee shed a gleam / Of brilliant moss, instinct with freshness rare; / Prompt offering to thy Foster-mother, Earth! / Take, cradled Nursling of the 
mountain, take / This parting glance, no negligent adieu! / A Protean change seems wrought while I pursue / The curves, a loosely-scattered chain doth make; / Or rather thou 
appear’st a glistering snake, / Silent, and to the gazer’s eye untrue, / Thridding with sinuous lapse the rushes, through / Dwarf willows gliding, and by ferny brake. / Starts from a 
dizzy steep the undaunted Rill / Rob’d instantly in garb of snow-white foam; / And laughing dares the Adventurer, who hath clomb / So high, a rival purpose to fulfil; / Else let 
the Dastard backward wend, and roam, / Seeking less bold achievement, where he will! / Sole listener, Duddon! to the breeze that play’d / With thy clear voice, I caught the fitful 
sound / Wafted o’er sullen moss and craggy mound, / Unfruitful solitudes, that seem’d to upbraid / The sun in heaven! — but now, to form a shade / For Thee, green alders have 
together wound / Their foliage; ashes flung their arms around; / And birch-trees risen in silver colonnade. / And thou hast also tempted here to rise, / ‘Mid sheltering pines, this 
Cottage rude and grey; / Whose ruddy children, by the mother’s eyes / Carelessly watch’d, sport through the summer day, / Thy pleas’d associates: — light as endless May / On 
infant bosoms lonely Nature lies. / Ere yet our course was graced with social trees / It lacked not old remains of hawthorn bowers, / Where small birds warbled to their paramours; 
/ And, earlier still, was heard the hum of bees; / I saw them ply their harmless robberies, / And caught the fragrance which the sundry flowers, / Fed by the stream with soft per-
petual showers, / Plenteously yielded to the vagrant breeze. / There bloomed the strawberry of the wilderness; / The trembling eye-bright showed her sapphire blue, / The thyme 
her purple like the blush of even; / And, if the breath of some to no caress / Invited, forth they peeped so fair to view, / All kinds alike seemed favourites of Heaven. / “Change me, 
some God, into that breathing rose!” / The love-sick Stripling fancifully sighs. / The envied flower beholding, as it lies / On Laura’s breast, in exquisite repose; / Or he would pass 
into her Bird, that throws / The darts of song from out its wiry cage; / Enraptured, — could he for himself engage / The thousandth part of what the Nymph bestows, / And what 
the little careless Innocent / Ungraciously receives. Too daring choice! / There are whose calmer mind it would content / To be an unculled flow’ret of the glen, / Fearless of plough 
and scythe; or darkling wren, / That tunes on Duddon’s banks her slender voice. / What aspect bore the Man who roved or fled, / First of his tribe, to this dark dell — who first / 
In this pellucid Current slaked his thirst? / What hopes came with him? what designs were spread / Along his path? His unprotected bed / What dreams encompass’d? Was the 
Intruder nurs’d / In hideous usages, and rites accurs’d, / That thinned the living and disturbed the dead? / No voice replies; — the earth, the air is mute; / And Thou, blue Streamlet, 
murmuring yield’st no more / Than a soft record that whatever fruit / Of ignorance thou might’st witness heretofore, / Thy function was to heal and to restore. / To soothe and 
cleanse, not madden and pollute! / The struggling Rill insensibly is grown / Into a Brook of loud and stately march, / Cross’d ever and anon by plank and arch; / And, for like use, 
lo! what might seem a zone / Chosen for ornament; stone match’d with stone / In studied symmetry, with interspace / For the clear waters to pursue their race / Without restraint. 
— How swiftly have they flown! / Succeeding — still succeeding! Here the Child / Puts, when the high-swoln Flood runs fierce and wild, / His budding courage to the proof; 
— and here / Declining Manhood learns to note the sly / And sure encroachments of infirmity, / Thinking how fast time runs, life’s end how near! / Not so that Pair whose youth-
ful spirits dance / With prompt emotion, urging them to pass; / A sweet confusion checks the Shepherd-lass; / Blushing she eyes the dizzy flood askance, — / To stop ashamed 
— too timid to advance; / She ventures once again — another pause! / His outstretched hand He tauntingly withdraws — / She sues for help with piteous utterance! / Chidden 
she chides again; the thrilling touch / Both feel when he renews the wish’d-for aid: / Ah! if their fluttering hearts should stir too much, / Should beat too strongly, both may be 
betrayed. / The frolic Loves who, from yon high rock, see / The struggle, clap their wings for victory! / No fiction was it of the antique age: / A sky-blue stone, within this sunless 
cleft, / Is of the very foot-marks unbereft / Which tiny Elves impressed; — on that smooth stage / Dancing with all their brilliant equipage / In secret revels — haply after theft / 
Of some sweet babe, flower stolen, and coarse weed left, / For the distracted mother to assuage / Her grief with, as she might! — But, where, oh where / Is traceable a vestige of 
the notes / That ruled those dances, wild in character? / — Deep underground? — Or in the upper air, / On the shrill wind of midnight? or where floats / O’er twilight fields the 
autumnal gossamer? / On, loitering Muse! — The swift Stream chides us— on! / Albeit his deep-worn channel doth immure / Objects immense, pourtray’d in miniature, / Wild 
shapes for many a strange comparison! / Niagaras, Alpine passes, and anon / Abodes of Naïads, calm abysses pure, / Bright liquid mansions, fashion’d to endure / When the broad 
Oak drops, a leafless skeleton, / And the solidities of mortal pride, / Palace and Tower, are crumbled into dust! / — The Bard who walks with Duddon for his guide, / Shall find 
such toys of Fancy thickly set: — / Turn from the sight, enamoured Muse — we must; / Leave them — and, if thou canst, without regret! / Hail to the fields — with Dwellings 
sprinkled o’er. / And one small Hamlet, under a green hill, / Clustered with barn and byer, and spouting mill! / A glance suffices, — should we wish for more, / Gay June would 
scorn us; — but when bleak winds roar / Through the stiff lance-like shoots of pollard ash, / Dread swell of sound! loud as the gusts that lash / The matted forests of Ontario’s shore 
/ By wasteful steel unsmitten, then would I / Turn into port, — and, reckless of the gale, / Reckless of angry Duddon sweeping by, / While the warm hearth exalts the mantling 
ale, / Laugh with the generous household heartily, / At all the merry pranks of Donnerdale! / O Mountain Stream! the Shepherd and his Cot / Are privileged Inmates of deep 
solitude; / Nor would the nicest Anchorite exclude / A field or two of brighter green, or plot / Of tillage-ground, that seemeth like a spot / Of stationary sunshine: — thou hast 
view’d / These only, Duddon! with their paths renew’d / By fits and starts, yet this contents thee not. / Thee hath some awful Spirit impelled to leave, / Utterly to desert, the haunts 
of men, / Though simple thy companions were and few; / And through this wilderness a passage cleave / Attended but by thy own voice, save when / The Clouds and Fowls of the 
air thy way pursue! / From this deep chasm — where quivering sun-beams play / Upon its loftiest crags —mine eyes behold / A gloomy Niche, capacious, blank, and cold; / A 
concave free from shrubs and mosses grey; / In semblance fresh, as if, with dire affray, / Some Statue, placed amid these regions old / For tutelary service, thence had rolled, / 
Startling the flight of timid Yesterday! / Was it by mortals sculptur’d? — weary slaves / Of slow endeavour! or abruptly cast / Into rude shape by fire, with roaring blast / Tempes-
tuously let loose from central caves? / Or fashioned by the turbulence of waves, / Then, when o’er highest hills the Deluge past? / Such fruitless questions may not long beguile / 
Or plague the fancy, mid the sculptured shows / Conspicuous yet where Oroonoko flows; / There would the Indian answer with a smile / Aim’d at the White Man’s ignorance, the 
while / Of the Great Waters telling, how they rose, / Covered the plains, and wandering where they chose, / Mounted through every intricate defile, / Triumphant, — Inundation 
wide and deep. / O’er which his Fathers urged, to ridge and steep / Else unapproachable, their buoyant way; / And carved, on mural cliff ’s undreaded side, / Sun, moon, and stars, 
and beast of chase or prey; / Whatev’r they sought, shunn’d, loved, or deified! / A dark plume fetch me from yon blasted Yew / Perched on whose top the Danish Raven croaks; / 
Aloft, the imperial Bird of Rome invokes / Departed ages, shedding where he flew / Loose fragments of wild wailing that bestrew / The clouds, and thrill the chambers of the rocks, 
/ And into silence hush the timorous flocks, / That slept so calmly while the nightly dew / Moisten’d each fleece, beneath the twinkling stars: / These couch’d mid that lone Camp 
on Hardknot’s height, / Whose Guardians bent the knee to Jove and Mars / These near that mystic Round of Druid frame, / Tardily sinking by its proper weight / Deep into 
patient Earth, from whose smooth breast it came! / Sacred Religion, “mother of form and fear,” / Dread Arbitress of mutable respect, / New rites ordaining when the old are wreck’d, 
/ Or cease to please the fickle worshipper; / If one strong wish may be embosomed here, / Mother of Love! for this deep vale, protect / Truth’s holy lamp, pure source of bright 
effect, / Gifted to purge the vapoury atmosphere / That seeks to stifle it; — as in those days / When this low Pile a Gospel Teacher knew, / Whose good works formed an endless 
retinue: / Such Priest as Chaucer sang in fervent lays; / Such as the heaven-taught skill of Herbert drew; / And tender Goldsmith crown’d with deathless praise! / My frame hath 
often trembled with delight / When hope presented some far-distant good, / That seemed from heaven descending, like the flood / Of yon pure waters, from their aëry height, / 
Hurrying with lordly Duddon to unite; / Who, mid a world of images imprest / On the calm depth of his transparent breast, / Appears to cherish most that Torrent white, / The 
fairest, softest, liveliest of them all! / And seldom hath ear listen’d to a tune / More lulling than the busy hum of Noon, / Swoln by that voice — whose murmur musical / Announc-
es to the thirsty fields a boon / Dewy and fresh, till showers again shall fall. / The old inventive Poets, had they seen, / Or rather felt, the entrancement that detains / Thy waters, 
Duddon! mid these flow’ry plains, / The still repose, the liquid lapse serene, / Transferr’d to bowers imperishably green, / Had beautified Elysium! But these chains / Will soon be 
broken; — a rough course remains, / Rough as the past; where Thou, of placid mien, / Innocuous as a firstling of a flock, / And countenanced like a soft cerulean sky, / Shalt change 
thy temper; and, with many a shock / Given and received in mutual jeopardy, / Dance like a Bacchanal from rock to rock, / Tossing her frantic thyrsus wide and high! / Whence 
that low voice? — A whisper from the heart, / That told of days long past when here I roved / With friends and kindred tenderly beloved; / Some who had early mandates to 
depart, / Yet are allowed to steal my path athwart / By Duddon’s side; once more do we unite, / Once more beneath the kind Earth’s tranquil light; / And smother’d joys into new 
being start. / From her unworthy seat, the cloudy stall / Of Time, breaks forth triumphant Memory; / Her glistening tresses bound, yet light and free / As golden locks of birch, 
that rise and fall / On gales that breathe too gently to recal / Aught of the fading year’s inclemency! / A love-lorn Maid, at some far-distant time, / Came to this hidden pool, whose 
depths surpass / In crystal clearness Dian’s looking-glass; / And, gazing, saw that rose, which from the prime / Derives its name, reflected as the chime / Of echo doth reverberate 
some sweet sound: / The starry treasure from the blue profound / She long’d to ravish; — shall she plunge, or climb / The humid precipice, and seize the guest/ Of April, smiling 
high in upper air? / Desperate alternative! what fiend could dare / To prompt the thought? — Upon the steep rock’s breast / The lonely Primrose yet renews its bloom, / Untouched 
memento of her hapless doom! / Sad thoughts, avaunt! — the fervour of the year, / Poured on the fleece-encumbered flock, invites / To laving currents, for prelusive rites / Duly 
performed before the Dales-men shear / Their panting charge. The distant Mountains hear, / Hear and repeat, the turmoil that unites / Clamour of boys with innocent despites / 
Of barking dogs, and bleatings from strange fear. / Meanwhile, if Duddon’s spotless breast receive / Unwelcome mixtures as the uncouth noise / Thickens, the pastoral River will 
forgive / Such wrong; nor need we blame the licensed joys / Though false to Nature’s quiet equipoise: / Frank are the sports, the stains are fugitive. / Mid-noon is past; — upon the 
sultry mead / No zephyr breathes, no cloud its shadow throws: / If we advance unstrengthen’d by repose, / Farewell the solace of the vagrant reed. / This Nook, with woodbine hung 
and straggling weed, / Tempting recess as ever pilgrim chose, / Half grot, half arbour, proffers to enclose / Body and mind, from molestation freed, / In narrow compass — narrow 
as itself: / Or if the Fancy, too industrious Elf, / Be loth that we should breathe awhile exempt / From new incitements friendly to our task, / There wants not stealthy prospect, 
that may tempt / Loose Idless to forego her wily mask. / Methinks ‘twere no unprecedented feat / Should some benignant Minister of air / Lift, and encircle with a cloudy chair, 
/ The One for whom my heart shall ever beat / With tenderest love; — or, if a safer seat / Atween his downy wings be furnished, there / Would lodge her, and the cherish’d burden 
bear / O’er hill and valley to this dim retreat! / Rough ways my steps have trod; too rough and long / For her companionship; here dwells soft ease: / With sweets which she partakes 
not some distaste / Mingles, and lurking consciousness of wrong; / Languish the flowers; the waters seem to waste / Their vocal charm; their sparklings cease to please. / Return, 
Content! for fondly I pursued, / Even when a child, the Streams — unheard, unseen; / Through tangled woods, impending rocks between; / Or, free as air, with flying inquest viewed 
/ The sullen reservoirs whence their bold brood, / Pure as the morning, fretful, boisterous, keen, / Green as the salt-sea billows, white and green, / Poured down the hills, a choral 
multitude! / Nor have I tracked their course for scanty gains; / They taught me random cares and truant joys, / That shield from mischief and preserve from stains / Vague minds, 
while men are growing out of boys; / Maturer Fancy owes to their rough noise / Impetuous thoughts that brook not servile reins. / I rose while yet the cattle, heat-opprest, / 
Crowded together under rustling trees, / Brushed by the current of the water-breeze; / And for their sakes, and love of all that rest, / On Duddon’s margin, in the sheltering nest; 
/ For all the startled scaly tribes that slink/ Into his coverts, and each fearless link / Of dancing insects forged upon his breast; / For these, and hopes and recollections worn / Close 
to the vital seat of human clay; / Glad meetings — tender partings — that upstay / The drooping mind of absence, by vows sworn / In his pure presence near the trysting thorn; / 
I thanked the Leader of my onward way. / No record tells of lance opposed to lance, / Horse charging horse mid these retired domains; / Nor that their turf drank purple from the 
veins / Of heroes fall’n, or struggling to advance, / Till doubtful combat issued in a trance / Of victory, that struck through heart and reins, / Even to the inmost seat of mortal pains, 
/ And lightened o’er the pallid countenance. / Yet, to the loyal and the brave, who lie / In the blank earth, neglected and forlorn, / The passing Winds memorial tribute pay; / The 
Torrents chaunt their praise, inspiring scorn / Of power usurped, — with proclamation high, / And glad acknowledgment of lawful sway. / Who swerves from innocence, who 
makes divorce / Of that serene companion — a good name, / Recovers not his loss; but walks with shame, / With doubt, with fear, and haply with remorse. / And oft-times he, 
who, yielding to the force / Of chance-temptation, ere his journey end, / From chosen comrade turns, or faithful friend, / In vain shall rue the broken intercourse. / Not so with 
such as loosely wear the chain / That binds them, pleasant River! to thy side: — / Through the rough copse wheel Thou with hasty stride, / I choose to saunter o’er the grassy plain. 
/ Sure, when the separation has been tried. / That we, who part in love, shall meet again. / The Kirk of Ulpha to the Pilgrim’s eye / Is welcome as a Star, that doth present / Its 
shining forehead through the peaceful rent / Of a black cloud diffused o’er half the sky; / Or as a fruitful palm-tree towering high / O’er the parched waste beside an Arab’s tent; / 
Or the Indian tree whose branches, downward bent, / Take root again, a boundless canopy. / How sweet were leisure! could it yield no more / Than mid that wave-washed Church-
yard to recline, / From pastoral graves extracting thoughts divine; / Or there to pace, and mark the summits hoar / Of distant moon-lit mountains faintly shine, / Sooth’d by the 
unseen River’s gentle roar. / Not hurled precipitous from steep to steep; / Lingering no more mid flower-enamelled lands / And blooming thickets; nor by rocky bands / Held; 
— but in radiant progress toward the Deep / Where mightiest rivers into powerless sleep / Sink, and forget their nature; — now expands / Majestic Duddon, over smooth flat 
sands, / Gliding in silence with unfettered sweep! / Beneath an ampler sky a region wide / Is opened round him; — hamlets, towers, and towns, / And blue-topp’d hills, behold him 
from afar; / In stately mien to sovereign Thames allied, / Spreading his bosom under Kentish downs, / With Commerce freighted or triumphant War. / But here no cannon thun-
ders to the gale; / Upon the wave no haughty pendants cast / A crimson splendour; lowly is the mast / That rises here, and humbly spread the sail; / While less disturbed than in 
the narrow Vale / Through which with strange vicissitudes he pass’d, / The Wanderer seeks that receptacle vast / Where all his unambitious functions fail. / And may thy Poet, 
cloud-born Stream! be free. / The sweets of earth contentedly resigned. / And each tumultuous working left behind / At seemly distance, to advance like Thee, / Prepared, in peace 
of heart, in calm of mind / And soul, to mingle with Eternity! / I thought of Thee, my partner and my guide, / As being past away. — Vain sympathies! / For, backward, Duddon! 
as I cast my eyes, / I see what was, and is, and will abide; / Still glides the Stream, and shall for ever glide / The Form remains, the Function never dies; / While we, the brave, the 
mighty, and the wise, / We Men, who in our morn of youth defied / The elements, must vanish; — be it so! / Enough, if something from our hands have power / To live, and act, 
and serve the future hour; / And if, as tow’rd the silent tomb we go, / Thro’ love, thro’ hope, and faith’s transcendant dower, / We feel that we are greater than we know.
Richard Skelton Caption 1 Richard Skelton Caption 2





































































































































































































































by the black brook:




a thin, strange brook:
perpetual murmur
through air:
a ceaseless lark winding 
green songs of the dead
Richard Skelton Caption 3 Richard Skelton Caption 4
Not envying shades which haply yet may throw / A grateful coolness round that rocky spring, / Bandusia, once responsive to the string / Of the Horatian lyre with babbling flow; 
/ Careless of flowers that in perennial blow / Round the moist marge of Persian fountains cling; / Heedless of Alpine torrents thundering / Through icy portals radiant as heaven’s 
bow; / I seek the birth-place of a native Stream.— / All hail ye mountains, hail thou morning light! / Better to breathe upon this aëry height / Than pass in needless sleep from 
dream to dream; / Pure flow the verse, pure, vigorous, free, and bright, / For Duddon, long lov’d Duddon, is my theme! / Child of the clouds! remote from every taint / Of sordid 
industry thy lot is cast; / Thine are the honors of the lofty waste; / Not seldom, when with heat the valleys faint, / Thy hand-maid Frost with spangled tissue quaint / Thy cradle 
decks; — to chaunt thy birth, thou hast / No meaner Poet than the whistling Blast, / And Desolation is thy Patron-saint! / She guards thee, ruthless Power! who would not spare 
/ Those mighty forests, once the bison’s screen, / Where stalk’d the huge deer to his shaggy lair / Through paths and alleys roofed with sombre green, / Thousand of years before the 
silent air/ Was pierced by whizzing shaft of hunter keen! / How shall I paint thee? — Be this naked stone / My seat while I give way to such intent; / Pleased could my verse, a 
speaking monument, / Make to the eyes of men thy features known. / But as of all those tripping lambs not one / Outruns his fellows, so hath nature lent / To thy beginning nought 
that doth present / Peculiar grounds for hope to build upon. / To dignify the spot that gives thee birth, / No sign of hoar Antiquity’s esteem / Appears, and none of modern Fortune’s 
care; / Yet thou thyself hast round thee shed a gleam / Of brilliant moss, instinct with freshness rare; / Prompt offering to thy Foster-mother, Earth! / Take, cradled Nursling of the 
mountain, take / This parting glance, no negligent adieu! / A Protean change seems wrought while I pursue / The curves, a loosely-scattered chain doth make; / Or rather thou 
appear’st a glistering snake, / Silent, and to the gazer’s eye untrue, / Thridding with sinuous lapse the rushes, through / Dwarf willows gliding, and by ferny brake. / Starts from a 
dizzy steep the undaunted Rill / Rob’d instantly in garb of snow-white foam; / And laughing dares the Adventurer, who hath clomb / So high, a rival purpose to fulfil; / Else let 
the Dastard backward wend, and roam, / Seeking less bold achievement, where he will! / Sole listener, Duddon! to the breeze that play’d / With thy clear voice, I caught the fitful 
sound / Wafted o’er sullen moss and craggy mound, / Unfruitful solitudes, that seem’d to upbraid / The sun in heaven! — but now, to form a shade / For Thee, green alders have 
together wound / Their foliage; ashes flung their arms around; / And birch-trees risen in silver colonnade. / And thou hast also tempted here to rise, / ‘Mid sheltering pines, this 
Cottage rude and grey; / Whose ruddy children, by the mother’s eyes / Carelessly watch’d, sport through the summer day, / Thy pleas’d associates: — light as endless May / On 
infant bosoms lonely Nature lies. / Ere yet our course was graced with social trees / It lacked not old remains of hawthorn bowers, / Where small birds warbled to their paramours; 
/ And, earlier still, was heard the hum of bees; / I saw them ply their harmless robberies, / And caught the fragrance which the sundry flowers, / Fed by the stream with soft per-
petual showers, / Plenteously yielded to the vagrant breeze. / There bloomed the strawberry of the wilderness; / The trembling eye-bright showed her sapphire blue, / The thyme 
her purple like the blush of even; / And, if the breath of some to no caress / Invited, forth they peeped so fair to view, / All kinds alike seemed favourites of Heaven. / “Change me, 
some God, into that breathing rose!” / The love-sick Stripling fancifully sighs. / The envied flower beholding, as it lies / On Laura’s breast, in exquisite repose; / Or he would pass 
into her Bird, that throws / The darts of song from out its wiry cage; / Enraptured, — could he for himself engage / The thousandth part of what the Nymph bestows, / And what 
the little careless Innocent / Ungraciously receives. Too daring choice! / There are whose calmer mind it would content / To be an unculled flow’ret of the glen, / Fearless of plough 
and scythe; or darkling wren, / That tunes on Duddon’s banks her slender voice. / What aspect bore the Man who roved or fled, / First of his tribe, to this dark dell — who first / 
In this pellucid Current slaked his thirst? / What hopes came with him? what designs were spread / Along his path? His unprotected bed / What dreams encompass’d? Was the 
Intruder nurs’d / In hideous usages, and rites accurs’d, / That thinned the living and disturbed the dead? / No voice replies; — the earth, the air is mute; / And Thou, blue Streamlet, 
murmuring yield’st no more / Than a soft record that whatever fruit / Of ignorance thou might’st witness heretofore, / Thy function was to heal and to restore. / To soothe and 
cleanse, not madden and pollute! / The struggling Rill insensibly is grown / Into a Brook of loud and stately march, / Cross’d ever and anon by plank and arch; / And, for like use, 
lo! what might seem a zone / Chosen for ornament; stone match’d with stone / In studied symmetry, with interspace / For the clear waters to pursue their race / Without restraint. 
— How swiftly have they flown! / Succeeding — still succeeding! Here the Child / Puts, when the high-swoln Flood runs fierce and wild, / His budding courage to the proof; 
— and here / Declining Manhood learns to note the sly / And sure encroachments of infirmity, / Thinking how fast time runs, life’s end how near! / Not so that Pair whose youth-
ful spirits dance / With prompt emotion, urging them to pass; / A sweet confusion checks the Shepherd-lass; / Blushing she eyes the dizzy flood askance, — / To stop ashamed 
— too timid to advance; / She ventures once again — another pause! / His outstretched hand He tauntingly withdraws — / She sues for help with piteous utterance! / Chidden 
she chides again; the thrilling touch / Both feel when he renews the wish’d-for aid: / Ah! if their fluttering hearts should stir too much, / Should beat too strongly, both may be 
betrayed. / The frolic Loves who, from yon high rock, see / The struggle, clap their wings for victory! / No fiction was it of the antique age: / A sky-blue stone, within this sunless 
cleft, / Is of the very foot-marks unbereft / Which tiny Elves impressed; — on that smooth stage / Dancing with all their brilliant equipage / In secret revels — haply after theft / 
Of some sweet babe, flower stolen, and coarse weed left, / For the distracted mother to assuage / Her grief with, as she might! — But, where, oh where / Is traceable a vestige of 
the notes / That ruled those dances, wild in character? / — Deep underground? — Or in the upper air, / On the shrill wind of midnight? or where floats / O’er twilight fields the 
autumnal gossamer? / On, loitering Muse! — The swift Stream chides us— on! / Albeit his deep-worn channel doth immure / Objects immense, pourtray’d in miniature, / Wild 
shapes for many a strange comparison! / Niagaras, Alpine passes, and anon / Abodes of Naïads, calm abysses pure, / Bright liquid mansions, fashion’d to endure / When the broad 
Oak drops, a leafless skeleton, / And the solidities of mortal pride, / Palace and Tower, are crumbled into dust! / — The Bard who walks with Duddon for his guide, / Shall find 
such toys of Fancy thickly set: — / Turn from the sight, enamoured Muse — we must; / Leave them — and, if thou canst, without regret! / Hail to the fields — with Dwellings 
sprinkled o’er. / And one small Hamlet, under a green hill, / Clustered with barn and byer, and spouting mill! / A glance suffices, — should we wish for more, / Gay June would 
scorn us; — but when bleak winds roar / Through the stiff lance-like shoots of pollard ash, / Dread swell of sound! loud as the gusts that lash / The matted forests of Ontario’s shore 
/ By wasteful steel unsmitten, then would I / Turn into port, — and, reckless of the gale, / Reckless of angry Duddon sweeping by, / While the warm hearth exalts the mantling 
ale, / Laugh with the generous household heartily, / At all the merry pranks of Donnerdale! / O Mountain Stream! the Shepherd and his Cot / Are privileged Inmates of deep 
solitude; / Nor would the nicest Anchorite exclude / A field or two of brighter green, or plot / Of tillage-ground, that seemeth like a spot / Of stationary sunshine: — thou hast 
view’d / These only, Duddon! with their paths renew’d / By fits and starts, yet this contents thee not. / Thee hath some awful Spirit impelled to leave, / Utterly to desert, the haunts 
of men, / Though simple thy companions were and few; / And through this wilderness a passage cleave / Attended but by thy own voice, save when / The Clouds and Fowls of the 
air thy way pursue! / From this deep chasm — where quivering sun-beams play / Upon its loftiest crags —mine eyes behold / A gloomy Niche, capacious, blank, and cold; / A 
concave free from shrubs and mosses grey; / In semblance fresh, as if, with dire affray, / Some Statue, placed amid these regions old / For tutelary service, thence had rolled, / 
Startling the flight of timid Yesterday! / Was it by mortals sculptur’d? — weary slaves / Of slow endeavour! or abruptly cast / Into rude shape by fire, with roaring blast / Tempes-
tuously let loose from central caves? / Or fashioned by the turbulence of waves, / Then, when o’er highest hills the Deluge past? / Such fruitless questions may not long beguile / 
Or plague the fancy, mid the sculptured shows / Conspicuous yet where Oroonoko flows; / There would the Indian answer with a smile / Aim’d at the White Man’s ignorance, the 
while / Of the Great Waters telling, how they rose, / Covered the plains, and wandering where they chose, / Mounted through every intricate defile, / Triumphant, — Inundation 
wide and deep. / O’er which his Fathers urged, to ridge and steep / Else unapproachable, their buoyant way; / And carved, on mural cliff ’s undreaded side, / Sun, moon, and stars, 
and beast of chase or prey; / Whatev’r they sought, shunn’d, loved, or deified! / A dark plume fetch me from yon blasted Yew / Perched on whose top the Danish Raven croaks; / 
Aloft, the imperial Bird of Rome invokes / Departed ages, shedding where he flew / Loose fragments of wild wailing that bestrew / The clouds, and thrill the chambers of the rocks, 
/ And into silence hush the timorous flocks, / That slept so calmly while the nightly dew / Moisten’d each fleece, beneath the twinkling stars: / These couch’d mid that lone Camp 
on Hardknot’s height, / Whose Guardians bent the knee to Jove and Mars / These near that mystic Round of Druid frame, / Tardily sinking by its proper weight / Deep into 
patient Earth, from whose smooth breast it came! / Sacred Religion, “mother of form and fear,” / Dread Arbitress of mutable respect, / New rites ordaining when the old are wreck’d, 
/ Or cease to please the fickle worshipper; / If one strong wish may be embosomed here, / Mother of Love! for this deep vale, protect / Truth’s holy lamp, pure source of bright 
effect, / Gifted to purge the vapoury atmosphere / That seeks to stifle it; — as in those days / When this low Pile a Gospel Teacher knew, / Whose good works formed an endless 
retinue: / Such Priest as Chaucer sang in fervent lays; / Such as the heaven-taught skill of Herbert drew; / And tender Goldsmith crown’d with deathless praise! / My frame hath 
often trembled with delight / When hope presented some far-distant good, / That seemed from heaven descending, like the flood / Of yon pure waters, from their aëry height, / 
Hurrying with lordly Duddon to unite; / Who, mid a world of images imprest / On the calm depth of his transparent breast, / Appears to cherish most that Torrent white, / The 
fairest, softest, liveliest of them all! / And seldom hath ear listen’d to a tune / More lulling than the busy hum of Noon, / Swoln by that voice — whose murmur musical / Announc-
es to the thirsty fields a boon / Dewy and fresh, till showers again shall fall. / The old inventive Poets, had they seen, / Or rather felt, the entrancement that detains / Thy waters, 
Duddon! mid these flow’ry plains, / The still repose, the liquid lapse serene, / Transferr’d to bowers imperishably green, / Had beautified Elysium! But these chains / Will soon be 
broken; — a rough course remains, / Rough as the past; where Thou, of placid mien, / Innocuous as a firstling of a flock, / And countenanced like a soft cerulean sky, / Shalt change 
thy temper; and, with many a shock / Given and received in mutual jeopardy, / Dance like a Bacchanal from rock to rock, / Tossing her frantic thyrsus wide and high! / Whence 
that low voice? — A whisper from the heart, / That told of days long past when here I roved / With friends and kindred tenderly beloved; / Some who had early mandates to 
depart, / Yet are allowed to steal my path athwart / By Duddon’s side; once more do we unite, / Once more beneath the kind Earth’s tranquil light; / And smother’d joys into new 
being start. / From her unworthy seat, the cloudy stall / Of Time, breaks forth triumphant Memory; / Her glistening tresses bound, yet light and free / As golden locks of birch, 
that rise and fall / On gales that breathe too gently to recal / Aught of the fading year’s inclemency! / A love-lorn Maid, at some far-distant time, / Came to this hidden pool, whose 
depths surpass / In crystal clearness Dian’s looking-glass; / And, gazing, saw that rose, which from the prime / Derives its name, reflected as the chime / Of echo doth reverberate 
some sweet sound: / The starry treasure from the blue profound / She long’d to ravish; — shall she plunge, or climb / The humid precipice, and seize the guest/ Of April, smiling 
high in upper air? / Desperate alternative! what fiend could dare / To prompt the thought? — Upon the steep rock’s breast / The lonely Primrose yet renews its bloom, / Untouched 
memento of her hapless doom! / Sad thoughts, avaunt! — the fervour of the year, / Poured on the fleece-encumbered flock, invites / To laving currents, for prelusive rites / Duly 
performed before the Dales-men shear / Their panting charge. The distant Mountains hear, / Hear and repeat, the turmoil that unites / Clamour of boys with innocent despites / 
Of barking dogs, and bleatings from strange fear. / Meanwhile, if Duddon’s spotless breast receive / Unwelcome mixtures as the uncouth noise / Thickens, the pastoral River will 
forgive / Such wrong; nor need we blame the licensed joys / Though false to Nature’s quiet equipoise: / Frank are the sports, the stains are fugitive. / Mid-noon is past; — upon the 
sultry mead / No zephyr breathes, no cloud its shadow throws: / If we advance unstrengthen’d by repose, / Farewell the solace of the vagrant reed. / This Nook, with woodbine hung 
and straggling weed, / Tempting recess as ever pilgrim chose, / Half grot, half arbour, proffers to enclose / Body and mind, from molestation freed, / In narrow compass — narrow 
as itself: / Or if the Fancy, too industrious Elf, / Be loth that we should breathe awhile exempt / From new incitements friendly to our task, / There wants not stealthy prospect, 
that may tempt / Loose Idless to forego her wily mask. / Methinks ‘twere no unprecedented feat / Should some benignant Minister of air / Lift, and encircle with a cloudy chair, 
/ The One for whom my heart shall ever beat / With tenderest love; — or, if a safer seat / Atween his downy wings be furnished, there / Would lodge her, and the cherish’d burden 
bear / O’er hill and valley to this dim retreat! / Rough ways my steps have trod; too rough and long / For her companionship; here dwells soft ease: / With sweets which she partakes 
not some distaste / Mingles, and lurking consciousness of wrong; / Languish the flowers; the waters seem to waste / Their vocal charm; their sparklings cease to please. / Return, 
Content! for fondly I pursued, / Even when a child, the Streams — unheard, unseen; / Through tangled woods, impending rocks between; / Or, free as air, with flying inquest viewed 
/ The sullen reservoirs whence their bold brood, / Pure as the morning, fretful, boisterous, keen, / Green as the salt-sea billows, white and green, / Poured down the hills, a choral 
multitude! / Nor have I tracked their course for scanty gains; / They taught me random cares and truant joys, / That shield from mischief and preserve from stains / Vague minds, 
while men are growing out of boys; / Maturer Fancy owes to their rough noise / Impetuous thoughts that brook not servile reins. / I rose while yet the cattle, heat-opprest, / 
Crowded together under rustling trees, / Brushed by the current of the water-breeze; / And for their sakes, and love of all that rest, / On Duddon’s margin, in the sheltering nest; 
/ For all the startled scaly tribes that slink/ Into his coverts, and each fearless link / Of dancing insects forged upon his breast; / For these, and hopes and recollections worn / Close 
to the vital seat of human clay; / Glad meetings — tender partings — that upstay / The drooping mind of absence, by vows sworn / In his pure presence near the trysting thorn; / 
I thanked the Leader of my onward way. / No record tells of lance opposed to lance, / Horse charging horse mid these retired domains; / Nor that their turf drank purple from the 
veins / Of heroes fall’n, or struggling to advance, / Till doubtful combat issued in a trance / Of victory, that struck through heart and reins, / Even to the inmost seat of mortal pains, 
/ And lightened o’er the pallid countenance. / Yet, to the loyal and the brave, who lie / In the blank earth, neglected and forlorn, / The passing Winds memorial tribute pay; / The 
Torrents chaunt their praise, inspiring scorn / Of power usurped, — with proclamation high, / And glad acknowledgment of lawful sway. / Who swerves from innocence, who 
makes divorce / Of that serene companion — a good name, / Recovers not his loss; but walks with shame, / With doubt, with fear, and haply with remorse. / And oft-times he, 
who, yielding to the force / Of chance-temptation, ere his journey end, / From chosen comrade turns, or faithful friend, / In vain shall rue the broken intercourse. / Not so with 
such as loosely wear the chain / That binds them, pleasant River! to thy side: — / Through the rough copse wheel Thou with hasty stride, / I choose to saunter o’er the grassy plain. 
/ Sure, when the separation has been tried. / That we, who part in love, shall meet again. / The Kirk of Ulpha to the Pilgrim’s eye / Is welcome as a Star, that doth present / Its 
shining forehead through the peaceful rent / Of a black cloud diffused o’er half the sky; / Or as a fruitful palm-tree towering high / O’er the parched waste beside an Arab’s tent; / 
Or the Indian tree whose branches, downward bent, / Take root again, a boundless canopy. / How sweet were leisure! could it yield no more / Than mid that wave-washed Church-
yard to recline, / From pastoral graves extracting thoughts divine; / Or there to pace, and mark the summits hoar / Of distant moon-lit mountains faintly shine, / Sooth’d by the 
unseen River’s gentle roar. / Not hurled precipitous from steep to steep; / Lingering no more mid flower-enamelled lands / And blooming thickets; nor by rocky bands / Held; 
— but in radiant progress toward the Deep / Where mightiest rivers into powerless sleep / Sink, and forget their nature; — now expands / Majestic Duddon, over smooth flat 
sands, / Gliding in silence with unfettered sweep! / Beneath an ampler sky a region wide / Is opened round him; — hamlets, towers, and towns, / And blue-topp’d hills, behold him 
from afar; / In stately mien to sovereign Thames allied, / Spreading his bosom under Kentish downs, / With Commerce freighted or triumphant War. / But here no cannon thun-
ders to the gale; / Upon the wave no haughty pendants cast / A crimson splendour; lowly is the mast / That rises here, and humbly spread the sail; / While less disturbed than in 
the narrow Vale / Through which with strange vicissitudes he pass’d, / The Wanderer seeks that receptacle vast / Where all his unambitious functions fail. / And may thy Poet, 
cloud-born Stream! be free. / The sweets of earth contentedly resigned. / And each tumultuous working left behind / At seemly distance, to advance like Thee, / Prepared, in peace 
of heart, in calm of mind / And soul, to mingle with Eternity! / I thought of Thee, my partner and my guide, / As being past away. — Vain sympathies! / For, backward, Duddon! 
as I cast my eyes, / I see what was, and is, and will abide; / Still glides the Stream, and shall for ever glide / The Form remains, the Function never dies; / While we, the brave, the 
mighty, and the wise, / We Men, who in our morn of youth defied / The elements, must vanish; — be it so! / Enough, if something from our hands have power / To live, and act, 
and serve the future hour; / And if, as tow’rd the silent tomb we go, / Thro’ love, thro’ hope, and faith’s transcendant dower, / We feel that we are greater than we know.
Not envying shades which haply yet may throw / A grateful coolness round that rocky spring, / Bandusia, once responsive to the string / Of the Horatian lyre with babbling flow; 
/ Careless of flowers that in perennial blow / Round the moist marge of Persian fountains cling; / Heedless of Alpine torrents thundering / Through icy portals radiant as heaven’s 
bow; / I seek the birth-place of a native Stream.— / All hail ye mountains, hail thou morning light! / Better to breathe upon this aëry height / Than pass in needless sleep from 
dream to dream; / Pure flow the verse, pure, vigorous, free, and bright, / For Duddon, long lov’d Duddon, is my theme! / Child of the clouds! remote from every taint / Of sordid 
industry thy lot is cast; / Thine are the honors of the lofty waste; / Not seldom, when with heat the valleys faint, / Thy hand-maid Frost with spangled tissue quaint / Thy cradle 
decks; — to chaunt thy birth, thou hast / No meaner Poet than the whistling Blast, / And Desolation is thy Patron-saint! / She guards thee, ruthless Power! who would not spare 
/ Those mighty forests, once the bison’s screen, / Where stalk’d the huge deer to his shaggy lair / Through paths and alleys roofed with sombre green, / Thousand of years before the 
silent air/ Was pierced by whizzing shaft of hunter keen! / How shall I paint thee? — Be this naked stone / My seat while I give way to such intent; / Pleased could my verse, a 
speaking monument, / Make to the eyes of men thy features known. / But as of all those tripping lambs not one / Outruns his fellows, so hath nature lent / To thy beginning nought 
that doth present / Peculiar grounds for hope to build upon. / To dignify the spot that gives thee birth, / No sign of hoar Antiquity’s esteem / Appears, and none of modern Fortune’s 
care; / Yet thou thyself hast round thee shed a gleam / Of brilliant moss, instinct with freshness rare; / Prompt offering to thy Foster-mother, Earth! / Take, cradled Nursling of the 
mountain, take / This parting glance, no negligent adieu! / A Protean change seems wrought while I pursue / The curves, a loosely-scattered chain doth make; / Or rather thou 
appear’st a glistering snake, / Silent, and to the gazer’s eye untrue, / Thridding with sinuous lapse the rushes, through / Dwarf willows gliding, and by ferny brake. / Starts from a 
dizzy steep the undaunted Rill / Rob’d instantly in garb of snow-white foam; / And laughing dares the Adventurer, who hath clomb / So high, a rival purpose to fulfil; / Else let 
the Dastard backward wend, and roam, / Seeking less bold achievement, where he will! / Sole listener, Duddon! to the breeze that play’d / With thy clear voice, I caught the fitful 
sound / Wafted o’er sullen moss and craggy mound, / Unfruitful solitudes, that seem’d to upbraid / The sun in heaven! — but now, to form a shade / For Thee, green alders have 
together wound / Their foliage; ashes flung their arms around; / And birch-trees risen in silver colonnade. / And thou hast also tempted here to rise, / ‘Mid sheltering pines, this 
Cottage rude and grey; / Whose ruddy children, by the mother’s eyes / Carelessly watch’d, sport through the summer day, / Thy pleas’d associates: — light as endless May / On 
infant bosoms lonely Nature lies. / Ere yet our course was graced with social trees / It lacked not old remains of hawthorn bowers, / Where small birds warbled to their paramours; 
/ And, earlier still, was heard the hum of bees; / I saw them ply their harmless robberies, / And caught the fragrance which the sundry flowers, / Fed by the stream with soft per-
petual showers, / Plenteously yielded to the vagrant breeze. / There bloomed the strawberry of the wilderness; / The trembling eye-bright showed her sapphire blue, / The thyme 
her purple like the blush of even; / And, if the breath of some to no caress / Invited, forth they peeped so fair to view, / All kinds alike seemed favourites of Heaven. / “Change me, 
some God, into that breathing rose!” / The love-sick Stripling fancifully sighs. / The envied flower beholding, as it lies / On Laura’s breast, in exquisite repose; / Or he would pass 
into her Bird, that throws / The darts of song from out its wiry cage; / Enraptured, — could he for himself engage / The thousandth part of what the Nymph bestows, / And what 
the little careless Innocent / Ungraciously receives. Too daring choice! / There are whose calmer mind it would content / To be an unculled flow’ret of the glen, / Fearless of plough 
and scythe; or darkling wren, / That tunes on Duddon’s banks her slender voice. / What aspect bore the Man who roved or fled, / First of his tribe, to this dark dell — who first / 
In this pellucid Current slaked his thirst? / What hopes came with him? what designs were spread / Along his path? His unprotected bed / What dreams encompass’d? Was the 
Intruder nurs’d / In hideous usages, and rites accurs’d, / That thinned the living and disturbed the dead? / No voice replies; — the earth, the air is mute; / And Thou, blue Streamlet, 
murmuring yield’st no more / Than a soft record that whatever fruit / Of ignorance thou might’st witness heretofore, / Thy function was to heal and to restore. / To soothe and 
cleanse, not madden and pollute! / The struggling Rill insensibly is grown / Into a Brook of loud and stately march, / Cross’d ever and anon by plank and arch; / And, for like use, 
lo! what might seem a zone / Chosen for ornament; stone match’d with stone / In studied symmetry, with interspace / For the clear waters to pursue their race / Without restraint. 
— How swiftly have they flown! / Succeeding — still succeeding! Here the Child / Puts, when the high-swoln Flood runs fierce and wild, / His budding courage to the proof; 
— and here / Declining Manhood learns to note the sly / And sure encroachments of infirmity, / Thinking how fast time runs, life’s end how near! / Not so that Pair whose youth-
ful spirits dance / With prompt emotion, urging them to pass; / A sweet confusion checks the Shepherd-lass; / Blushing she eyes the dizzy flood askance, — / To stop ashamed 
— too timid to advance; / She ventures once again — another pause! / His outstretched hand He tauntingly withdraws — / She sues for help with piteous utterance! / Chidden 
she chides again; the thrilling touch / Both feel when he renews the wish’d-for aid: / Ah! if their fluttering hearts should stir too much, / Should beat too strongly, both may be 
betrayed. / The frolic Loves who, from yon high rock, see / The struggle, clap their wings for victory! / No fiction was it of the antique age: / A sky-blue stone, within this sunless 
cleft, / Is of the very foot-marks unbereft / Which tiny Elves impressed; — on that smooth stage / Dancing with all their brilliant equipage / In secret revels — haply after theft / 
Of some sweet babe, flower stolen, and coarse weed left, / For the distracted mother to assuage / Her grief with, as she might! — But, where, oh where / Is traceable a vestige of 
the notes / That ruled those dances, wild in character? / — Deep underground? — Or in the upper air, / On the shrill wind of midnight? or where floats / O’er twilight fields the 
autumnal gossamer? / On, loitering Muse! — The swift Stream chides us— on! / Albeit his deep-worn channel doth immure / Objects immense, pourtray’d in miniature, / Wild 
shapes for many a strange comparison! / Niagaras, Alpine passes, and anon / Abodes of Naïads, calm abysses pure, / Bright liquid mansions, fashion’d to endure / When the broad 
Oak drops, a leafless skeleton, / And the solidities of mortal pride, / Palace and Tower, are crumbled into dust! / — The Bard who walks with Duddon for his guide, / Shall find 
such toys of Fancy thickly set: — / Turn from the sight, enamoured Muse — we must; / Leave them — and, if thou canst, without regret! / Hail to the fields — with Dwellings 
sprinkled o’er. / And one small Hamlet, under a green hill, / Clustered with barn and byer, and spouting mill! / A glance suffices, — should we wish for more, / Gay June would 
scorn us; — but when bleak winds roar / Through the stiff lance-like shoots of pollard ash, / Dread swell of sound! loud as the gusts that lash / The matted forests of Ontario’s shore 
/ By wasteful steel unsmitten, then would I / Turn into port, — and, reckless of the gale, / Reckless of angry Duddon sweeping by, / While the warm hearth exalts the mantling 
ale, / Laugh with the generous household heartily, / At all the merry pranks of Donnerdale! / O Mountain Stream! the Shepherd and his Cot / Are privileged Inmates of deep 
solitude; / Nor would the nicest Anchorite exclude / A field or two of brighter green, or plot / Of tillage-ground, that seemeth like a spot / Of stationary sunshine: — thou hast 
view’d / These only, Duddon! with their paths renew’d / By fits and starts, yet this contents thee not. / Thee hath some awful Spirit impelled to leave, / Utterly to desert, the haunts 
of men, / Though simple thy companions were and few; / And through this wilderness a passage cleave / Attended but by thy own voice, save when / The Clouds and Fowls of the 
air thy way pursue! / From this deep chasm — where quivering sun-beams play / Upon its loftiest crags —mine eyes behold / A gloomy Niche, capacious, blank, and cold; / A 
concave free from shrubs and mosses grey; / In semblance fresh, as if, with dire affray, / Some Statue, placed amid these regions old / For tutelary service, thence had rolled, / 
Startling the flight of timid Yesterday! / Was it by mortals sculptur’d? — weary slaves / Of slow endeavour! or abruptly cast / Into rude shape by fire, with roaring blast / Tempes-
tuously let loose from central caves? / Or fashioned by the turbulence of waves, / Then, when o’er highest hills the Deluge past? / Such fruitless questions may not long beguile / 
Or plague the fancy, mid the sculptured shows / Conspicuous yet where Oroonoko flows; / There would the Indian answer with a smile / Aim’d at the White Man’s ignorance, the 
while / Of the Great Waters telling, how they rose, / Covered the plains, and wandering where they chose, / Mounted through every intricate defile, / Triumphant, — Inundation 
wide and deep. / O’er which his Fathers urged, to ridge and steep / Else unapproachable, their buoyant way; / And carved, on mural cliff ’s undreaded side, / Sun, moon, and stars, 
and beast of chase or prey; / Whatev’r they sought, shunn’d, loved, or deified! / A dark plume fetch me from yon blasted Yew / Perched on whose top the Danish Raven croaks; / 
Aloft, the imperial Bird of Rome invokes / Departed ages, shedding where he flew / Loose fragments of wild wailing that bestrew / The clouds, and thrill the chambers of the rocks, 
/ And into silence hush the timorous flocks, / That slept so calmly while the nightly dew / Moisten’d each fleece, beneath the twinkling stars: / These couch’d mid that lone Camp 
on Hardknot’s height, / Whose Guardians bent the knee to Jove and Mars / These near that mystic Round of Druid frame, / Tardily sinking by its proper weight / Deep into 
patient Earth, from whose smooth breast it came! / Sacred Religion, “mother of form and fear,” / Dread Arbitress of mutable respect, / New rites ordaining when the old are wreck’d, 
/ Or cease to please the fickle worshipper; / If one strong wish may be embosomed here, / Mother of Love! for this deep vale, protect / Truth’s holy lamp, pure source of bright 
effect, / Gifted to purge the vapoury atmosphere / That seeks to stifle it; — as in those days / When this low Pile a Gospel Teacher knew, / Whose good works formed an endless 
retinue: / Such Priest as Chaucer sang in fervent lays; / Such as the heaven-taught skill of Herbert drew; / And tender Goldsmith crown’d with deathless praise! / My frame hath 
often trembled with delight / When hope presented some far-distant good, / That seemed from heaven descending, like the flood / Of yon pure waters, from their aëry height, / 
Hurrying with lordly Duddon to unite; / Who, mid a world of images imprest / On the calm depth of his transparent breast, / Appears to cherish most that Torrent white, / The 
fairest, softest, liveliest of them all! / And seldom hath ear listen’d to a tune / More lulling than the busy hum of Noon, / Swoln by that voice — whose murmur musical / Announc-
es to the thirsty fields a boon / Dewy and fresh, till showers again shall fall. / The old inventive Poets, had they seen, / Or rather felt, the entrancement that detains / Thy waters, 
Duddon! mid these flow’ry plains, / The still repose, the liquid lapse serene, / Transferr’d to bowers imperishably green, / Had beautified Elysium! But these chains / Will soon be 
broken; — a rough course remains, / Rough as the past; where Thou, of placid mien, / Innocuous as a firstling of a flock, / And countenanced like a soft cerulean sky, / Shalt change 
thy temper; and, with many a shock / Given and received in mutual jeopardy, / Dance like a Bacchanal from rock to rock, / Tossing her frantic thyrsus wide and high! / Whence 
that low voice? — A whisper from the heart, / That told of days long past when here I roved / With friends and kindred tenderly beloved; / Some who had early mandates to 
depart, / Yet are allowed to steal my path athwart / By Duddon’s side; once more do we unite, / Once more beneath the kind Earth’s tranquil light; / And smother’d joys into new 
being start. / From her unworthy seat, the cloudy stall / Of Time, breaks forth triumphant Memory; / Her glistening tresses bound, yet light and free / As golden locks of birch, 
that rise and fall / On gales that breathe too gently to recal / Aught of the fading year’s inclemency! / A love-lorn Maid, at some far-distant time, / Came to this hidden pool, whose 
depths surpass / In crystal clearness Dian’s looking-glass; / And, gazing, saw that rose, which from the prime / Derives its name, reflected as the chime / Of echo doth reverberate 
some sweet sound: / The starry treasure from the blue profound / She long’d to ravish; — shall she plunge, or climb / The humid precipice, and seize the guest/ Of April, smiling 
high in upper air? / Desperate alternative! what fiend could dare / To prompt the thought? — Upon the steep rock’s breast / The lonely Primrose yet renews its bloom, / Untouched 
memento of her hapless doom! / Sad thoughts, avaunt! — the fervour of the year, / Poured on the fleece-encumbered flock, invites / To laving currents, for prelusive rites / Duly 
performed before the Dales-men shear / Their panting charge. The distant Mountains hear, / Hear and repeat, the turmoil that unites / Clamour of boys with innocent despites / 
Of barking dogs, and bleatings from strange fear. / Meanwhile, if Duddon’s spotless breast receive / Unwelcome mixtures as the uncouth noise / Thickens, the pastoral River will 
forgive / Such wrong; nor need we blame the licensed joys / Though false to Nature’s quiet equipoise: / Frank are the sports, the stains are fugitive. / Mid-noon is past; — upon the 
sultry mead / No zephyr breathes, no cloud its shadow throws: / If we advance unstrengthen’d by repose, / Farewell the solace of the vagrant reed. / This Nook, with woodbine hung 
and straggling weed, / Tempting recess as ever pilgrim chose, / Half grot, half arbour, proffers to enclose / Body and mind, from molestation freed, / In narrow compass — narrow 
as itself: / Or if the Fancy, too industrious Elf, / Be loth that we should breathe awhile exempt / From new incitements friendly to our task, / There wants not stealthy prospect, 
that may tempt / Loose Idless to forego her wily mask. / Methinks ‘twere no unprecedented feat / Should some benignant Minister of air / Lift, and encircle with a cloudy chair, 
/ The One for whom my heart shall ever beat / With tenderest love; — or, if a safer seat / Atween his downy wings be furnished, there / Would lodge her, and the cherish’d burden 
bear / O’er hill and valley to this dim retreat! / Rough ways my steps have trod; too rough and long / For her companionship; here dwells soft ease: / With sweets which she partakes 
not some distaste / Mingles, and lurking consciousness of wrong; / Languish the flowers; the waters seem to waste / Their vocal charm; their sparklings cease to please. / Return, 
Content! for fondly I pursued, / Even when a child, the Streams — unheard, unseen; / Through tangled woods, impending rocks between; / Or, free as air, with flying inquest viewed 
/ The sullen reservoirs whence their bold brood, / Pure as the morning, fretful, boisterous, keen, / Green as the salt-sea billows, white and green, / Poured down the hills, a choral 
multitude! / Nor have I tracked their course for scanty gains; / They taught me random cares and truant joys, / That shield from mischief and preserve from stains / Vague minds, 
while men are growing out of boys; / Maturer Fancy owes to their rough noise / Impetuous thoughts that brook not servile reins. / I rose while yet the cattle, heat-opprest, / 
Crowded together under rustling trees, / Brushed by the current of the water-breeze; / And for their sakes, and love of all that rest, / On Duddon’s margin, in the sheltering nest; 
/ For all the startled scaly tribes that slink/ Into his coverts, and each fearless link / Of dancing insects forged upon his breast; / For these, and hopes and recollections worn / Close 
to the vital seat of human clay; / Glad meetings — tender partings — that upstay / The drooping mind of absence, by vows sworn / In his pure presence near the trysting thorn; / 
I thanked the Leader of my onward way. / No record tells of lance opposed to lance, / Horse charging horse mid these retired domains; / Nor that their turf drank purple from the 
veins / Of heroes fall’n, or struggling to advance, / Till doubtful combat issued in a trance / Of victory, that struck through heart and reins, / Even to the inmost seat of mortal pains, 
/ And lightened o’er the pallid countenance. / Yet, to the loyal and the brave, who lie / In the blank earth, neglected and forlorn, / The passing Winds memorial tribute pay; / The 
Torrents chaunt their praise, inspiring scorn / Of power usurped, — with proclamation high, / And glad acknowledgment of lawful sway. / Who swerves from innocence, who 
makes divorce / Of that serene companion — a good name, / Recovers not his loss; but walks with shame, / With doubt, with fear, and haply with remorse. / And oft-times he, 
who, yielding to the force / Of chance-temptation, ere his journey end, / From chosen comrade turns, or faithful friend, / In vain shall rue the broken intercourse. / Not so with 
such as loosely wear the chain / That binds them, pleasant River! to thy side: — / Through the rough copse wheel Thou with hasty stride, / I choose to saunter o’er the grassy plain. 
/ Sure, when the separation has been tried. / That we, who part in love, shall meet again. / The Kirk of Ulpha to the Pilgrim’s eye / Is welcome as a Star, that doth present / Its 
shining forehead through the peaceful rent / Of a black cloud diffused o’er half the sky; / Or as a fruitful palm-tree towering high / O’er the parched waste beside an Arab’s tent; / 
Or the Indian tree whose branches, downward bent, / Take root again, a boundless canopy. / How sweet were leisure! could it yield no more / Than mid that wave-washed Church-
yard to recline, / From pastoral graves extracting thoughts divine; / Or there to pace, and mark the summits hoar / Of distant moon-lit mountains faintly shine, / Sooth’d by the 
unseen River’s gentle roar. / Not hurled precipitous from steep to steep; / Lingering no more mid flower-enamelled lands / And blooming thickets; nor by rocky bands / Held; 
— but in radiant progress toward the Deep / Where mightiest rivers into powerless sleep / Sink, and forget their nature; — now expands / Majestic Duddon, over smooth flat 
sands, / Gliding in silence with unfettered sweep! / Beneath an ampler sky a region wide / Is opened round him; — hamlets, towers, and towns, / And blue-topp’d hills, behold him 
from afar; / In stately mien to sovereign Thames allied, / Spreading his bosom under Kentish downs, / With Commerce freighted or triumphant War. / But here no cannon thun-
ders to the gale; / Upon the wave no haughty pendants cast / A crimson splendour; lowly is the mast / That rises here, and humbly spread the sail; / While less disturbed than in 
the narrow Vale / Through which with strange vicissitudes he pass’d, / The Wanderer seeks that receptacle vast / Where all his unambitious functions fail. / And may thy Poet, 
cloud-born Stream! be free. / The sweets of earth contentedly resigned. / And each tumultuous working left behind / At seemly distance, to advance like Thee, / Prepared, in peace 
of heart, in calm of mind / And soul, to mingle with Eternity! / I thought of Thee, my partner and my guide, / As being past away. — Vain sympathies! / For, backward, Duddon! 
as I cast my eyes, / I see what was, and is, and will abide; / Still glides the Stream, and shall for ever glide / The Form remains, the Function never dies; / While we, the brave, the 
mighty, and the wise, / We Men, who in our morn of youth defied / The elements, must vanish; — be it so! / Enough, if something from our hands have power / To live, and act, 
and serve the future hour; / And if, as tow’rd the silent tomb we go, / Thro’ love, thro’ hope, and faith’s transcendant dower, / We feel that we are greater than we know.
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A pair of two frames  (60 cm x 30 cm x 12 cm each)
Lampworked borosilicate glass, soda glass, handmade oak frame
Wordsworth was much concerned with the nature of poetic 
inspiration. His famous ‘Daffodils’ from the Poems in Two Volumes 
(1807) is typical in its famous image of flowers which ‘flash upon 
the inward eye’.   
The great manuscripts in the collection of the Wordsworth Trust give 
some further clue as to the labour of poetic creativity, in the cramped 
and over-scored handwriting as much as the flights of imaginative 
release. The artists in this exhibition were given privileged access to 
these manuscripts, which in turn have inspired Tani’s exploration of 
the normally unseen processes and efforts of creativity. 
Glass is a material with diverse and often contradictory expressive 
possibilities. Fragile yet pliable, the translucent glass layers in her 
new work become place-holders for poetic imagery by Wordsworth, 
imagery that is  ‘written’ again in letters formed from fine glass 
lampwork, as calligraphic strokes stretched out from lines of molten 
glass. Writing here is as precarious and fleeting as the first tremors 
of poetic inspiration. Some words and images appear fully formed 
as three-dimensional calligraphic inscription; others are tantalising 
glimpses, doodles of the imagination that may or may not yet cohere. 
Ayako Caption 1 Ayako Caption 2
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BRIAN THOMPSON
‘To Easedale Tarn by Emma’s Dell’
2014
Cedar
1630 x 751 x 386 cms
‘Over the Ferry to the Station (with J, E & B)’
2014
Oak & Copper 
29 x 17 x 8 cms
‘To Latterbarrow (with A & P)’
2014
Painted Elm
13.5 x 11.8 x 4.5 cms
‘To The Yews of Borrowdale (with J)’
2014
Yew
‘Yudaki Falls (with MC’)
2014
Rusted Cast Iron 




23 x 10.7 x 4 cms
Walking is integral to Brian Thompson’s artistic practice. He is 
continuously fascinated by the physical journeys we make in and 
through places, and how these are mapped, recorded and valued. 
Sociability and physical engagement with land as source of artistic 
inspiration are hallmarks of his approach and the sculptures 
exhibited here are creative vestiges of walks made in the company of 
friends and fellow artists.
Sensitivity to the physicality and aesthetics of materials is also key 
to his work. Each individual sculpture is fabricated from materials 
that have some relevance to the particular walks that inspired them. 
So the large-scale ‘To Easedale Tarn by Emma’s Dell’ is shaped by 
the topographical trace of a walk in the company of other artists 
and writers in January 2014, following a favourite route of the 
Wordsworths. Modern GPS technology in turn tracked the walk’s 
shape and provided the initial form for the sculpture subsequently 
fabricated in the studio. Three of the smaller sculptures exhibited 
here are also inspired by walks in and around the Lake District, 
whilst two more had their origins in walks made in Japan whilst 
following paths once trodden by Basho. 
Thompson is drawn also to the literary processes of ‘crafting’ words 
to get closer step by step to the finished poetic vision as revealed in 
the manuscripts of William and Dorothy Wordsworth.  Such careful 
crafting of words may be compared to his own meticulous method 
of layering materials so as to reveal something of the processes 
by which the sculpture is manufactured. So the lines tracing each 
journey are precisely cut, with each layer becoming the template 
for the succeeding material layer. Through small increments of size, 
introduced by the process, the sculptures evolve, tapering downward 
from top to base: marking, layer upon layer, in geological fashion, 
the time of their making.
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A project such as this involves many people in its realisation. 
From the Wordsworth Trust, I would especially like to thank the Director, Michael 
McGregor, and the Curator, Jeff Cowton, for their generous support and enthusiasm, 
without which the project would not have been possible. I am also grateful to Andrew 
Forster, Jane Sparkes, Melissa Mitchell, Alison Magrath, Paul Kleian, Mark Bains, 
Esther Rutter and John Coombe for their help.
From the University of Sunderland, I would like to thank Graeme Thompson (Dean), 
Arabella Plouviez and Fiona Belsay who have supported the project throughout all its 
stages over the last two years, as well as my colleagues in the Foundation Team (Joe 
Woodhouse, Natalie Gale, Tom Madge, Adam Phillips and Lesley Christie) for their 
practical help; glass artist Colin Rennie’s skill and technical advice was invaluable 
when making Inge Panneel and Minako Shirakura’s work; Lisa Sams for her work on 
the Buson scrolls and Graham Mitchinson for printing the Japanese haiku and scrolls.
Thanks also to Luke Allen, Jane Thompson, Gaye Rowley, Siu Ling and John Strachan. 
I would especially like to thank the Japanese museums and galleries who have kindly 
loaned us the material for the show. These include Iga City Basho Memorial Museum, 
Kakimori Bunko, Kochizu-shiryo¯ Shuppan, Kyoto National Museum and Waseda 
University Library.
The essays by Ewan Clayton, Mike Collier, John Elder and Pamela Woof were 
translated by Megumi Matsuura, a PhD researcher of nineteenth century English 
literature at Ochanomizu University. Other texts were translated by Ayako Tani with 
some assistance from Sei Suda and Christopher McHugh.
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て日本の俳句に特に関心を持っている。近年の著作『Reading the Mountains of Home』
『The Frog Run』『Pilgrimage to Vallombrosa』は、文学論とバーモントの風景描写と回























































































































































































































































































































































































































「序曲」(Prel.)については以下を参照。The 1805 text in William Wordsworth, The Major 
Works, ed. Stephen Gill, Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1984.
手紙は以下を参照。The Letters of William and Dorothy Wordsworth: The Early Years, 
1787–1805, ed. Ernest De Selincourt, rev. Chester L. Shaver, Oxford: Oxford 
University Press, 1967.
引用文は以下を参照。The Tour Made in Scotland are from Recollections of that Tour, A.D. 
1803. また、日記は以下を参照。Journals of Dorothy Wordsworth, ed. Ernest De Selincourt, 
2 vols., London: Macmillan, 1941
ドロシーのグラスミア日記(GJ, 日付)は以下を参照。The Grasmere and Alfoxden Journals, 





1. See the whole passage, Prel., II, 321–41 .
2. Ibid., IV, 90–120.
3. Ibid., V, 587–91.
4. Letter. 16 June 1793.
5. Letter, 10 and 12 July 1793.
6. Journals, I, 377–78.
7. Prel., I, 329–32
8. Prel., I, 424–26.
9. Letter, 23 May 1791.
10. Letter, 26 June 1791.
11. Letter, 5 June 1793.
12. See the poem, ‘When first I journeyed hither’.
13. GJ, 23 Feb 1802.
14. GJ, 2 June 1800.
15. GJ, 31 Oct 1800.
16. GJ, 9 June 1802.
17. GJ, 29 April 1802.
18. GJ, 29 April 1802.
19. GJ, 15 April 1802.
20. GJ, 11 Oct 1800.
21. See the poem ‘Michael’.
22. GJ, 3 Oct 1800.
23. GJ, 28 April 1802.
24. Letter, 12–17April 1834, in The Letters of William and Dorothy Wordsworth: The 
Later Years 1821–53, ed. Ernest De Selincourt, rev. Alan G. Hill, 4 vols., Oxford: 
Oxford University Press, 1978-88.
25. Letter, 13 Feb 1804.
26. Letter, 25 May 1804.
27. Prel., XII, 126–65.














































































































2. William Wordsworth, Poems, in Two Volumes, and Other Poems, 1800–1807 ed. 




る」と論じている。John Elder, Imagining the Earth: Poetry and the Vision of Nature 
(1985; Athens: U of Georgia P, 1996) 107. しかし、「北」への旅行においては、「過去」
は個人の記憶ではなくむしろ「集合的記憶」により密接に結びついている点に注意する必
要があろう。
4. William Wordsworth, Last Poems, 1821–1850, ed. Jared Curtis (Ithaca: Cornell 
UP, 1999) 308.
5. William Wordsworth, Sonnet Series and Itinerary Poems, 1820–1845, ed. Geoffrey 
Jackson (Ithaca: Cornell UP, 2004) 491.
6. William Wordsworth, The Poems of William Wordsworth: Collected Reading Texts 
from the Cornell Wordsworth Series, ed., Jared Curtis, 3 vols. (Penrith: Humanities 
EBook, 2009) 3. 605.
7. 『奥の細道』には4つの原本がある。弟子素龍（そりゅう）が清書した柿衞本・西村本に加
なつくさ つわものども








教鞭を執った。著書に、『Coleridge, Romanticism, and the Orient: Cultural Negotiations』
『David Vallins, Seamus Perryと共著、2013年）、『POETICA, vol.76, Special Issue: 
‘Cross-Cultural Negotiations: Romanticism, Mobility and the Orient’』 Felicity James
と共編、2011年）、『‘An Ideological Map of (Mis)reading: William Blake and Yanagi 
Muneyoshi in Early-Twentieth-Century Japan’ in Steve Clark and Masashi Suzuki 



























































































3. Lavater, J. K. Physiognomische Fragmente zur Beförderung der Menschenkenntnis und 
Menschenliebe, Leipzig: 1775–1778.
4. Lavater, J.K. Essays on Physiognomy, trans. C. Moore. London: 1797, Vol. 4, p.200.
5.個人間の筆跡の相違がイギリスの法的状況において物証として認められた最初の
例は、イギリスの裁判官ジェフリ ・ーギルバートが残した1726年の記録に記されてい
る。Thornton, T.P. Handwriting in America, New Haven: Yale 1996, p.35を参照。
6. 自筆書に対する関心の高まりの最初の証拠となるもののひとつが、ジョン・テーヌによる
1788年のBritish Autography, a collection of the Facsimiles of Royal and Illustrious Personages 




のHandwriting and Expression. London: Kegan Paul, Trench, Trübner & Co. 1892, p.6,
には、「M.　モロー氏の記録によれば、筆跡学は1806年以降幾人かによって真剣に実践さ
れている」とある。
8. Wordsworth, W. The Letters of William and Dorothy Wordsworth. Vol 1. Eds. Ernest 
de Selincourt and Chester Shaver. Oxford: Clarendon, 1967, p.236.
9.心についての想像的象徴主義に関するさらなる議論についてはHillman, J. The Thought 





























































どほう          さんぞうし
かしまもうで おい       の こぶみ)
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　　ワーズワース　　　　「水仙」（原題：「私は独りさまよった、浮雲のように」）
　谷また丘のうえ高く漂う雲のごと、　　　　　　　　　　　　    天の河に輝やきまたた
く










・     ・・・・・・・（略）・・・・・・・・・
     わが心は喜びに満ちあふれ、





































アーティスト伝記 (AYAKO – IS THIS CORRECT? I USED GOOGLE TRANSLATE!)
KEN COCKBURN
ケン・コバーン
While yet we may
2014年
本
13 cm x 18 cm
カ ドー一式







「While yet we may」と題された、詩の冊子と箱入りのカ ドーの作品は、芭蕉の「おくのほそ
道」からの引用17語と、ワーズワースの「序曲」と、「ティンターン修道院上流数マイルの地
で」からの引用51語とで構成されている。















35 cm x 65 cｍ























EWAN CLAYTON & NAO SAKAMOTO
ユアン・クレイトン（カリグラフィー ）
坂本直昭（和紙染色）
























‘word-mntn (羽黒山)’、2014、カエデ材の立方体、各 4 x 4 cm
‘word-mntn  (小倉)’ 、2014、カエデ材の立方体、各 4 x 4 cm 
‘word-mntn (シハリオン)’ 、2014、カエデ材の立方体、各 4 x 4 cm 
‘word-mntn (スクール・ナン・ギレン)’ 、2014、カエデ材の立方体、各 4 x 4 cm 
‘word-mntn  (スライオッホ)’ 、2014、カエデ材の立方体、各 4 x 4 cm
‘word-mntn (日光)’、2014、カエデ材の立方体、各 4 x 4 cm




































MANNY LING & CHRISTINE FLINT SATO
マニ ・ーリン、クリスティー ン・フリント・里
‘Mountain Lines, Water Lines’ 
























Flotsam and Jetsam (Portmanteau)
2014
磁器、テラコッタ、ソーダガラス、ミクストメディア




































INGE PANNEELS & MINAKO SHIRAKURA
インガ・パニールズ、白倉美奈子
‘Wanderers of the Earth: the Milky Way Above’
2014年
ガラス、紙
不定形（ガラスの地図約20 x 20 mm、封筒11.4 x 16.2 cm、円形のカ ドー直径4–5 cm）
‘Wanderers of the Earth: Walk’
2014年
ガラス
25(H) x 75(W) x 4 (D) cm



















The ghostly language of ancient earth
2014
対話型地図とデジタルプリント
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2014
コウゾの紙、縫製
123 cm x 128 cm
Go To The Pine
2014
紙に印刷された文字



















‘I Know Not Where’
2014年
紙
33 cm x 50.8 cm (二点)
‘Still Glides the Stream’
2014年
紙
33 cm x 50.8 cm (二点)
ドロシ ・ーワーズワースがつけた「アルフォックスデン日記」は、「walked」（歩いた）で始まる














































キングに関連した素材で作られている。「To Easedale Tarn by Emma’s Dell」（イーズデー
ルターン湖へ、エマの谷より）と題した大型の彫刻は、2014年1月に、この展覧会に参加し
ている他のアーティストや作家たちと共にワーズワースが好んだ丘歩きのルートを歩いた
ときの、地形的軌跡によって形作られている。現代のGPS技術により、ウォーキングの軌跡
が記録され、スタジオに戻ってからそれを彫刻にするのである。小型の作品は、うち三点が
湖水地方でのウォーキングからインスピレーションを得た作品で、残り二点は日本におい
て、かつて芭蕉が通った道を辿ったウォーキングを基にしている。
トンプソンはまた、ウィリアムとドロシ ・ーワーズワース兄妹の原稿に見られる、詩の一語一
語を仕上げてゆく言葉の「手工業」とも言うべき文学的プロセスに心を惹かれている。その
ような最新の注意を払う言葉の創作は、作品を作る過程を垣間見せるように素材の層を重
ねていくトンプソンの緻密な手法と比較できる。材料の板をその旅の軌跡の形に正確にカ
ットし、カットされたその板を次のテンプレートとしてさらに下の層を作ってゆく。この方法
によって、層が増えるごとに外周が一回りずつ太くなり、地層のように層が重なり、広がった
裾野から細い先端へと立ち上がるような彫刻ができるのである。
